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EplsTLE DEDICATORY, 
To Her GRACE, the 


DUTCHESS 


O F 


ORTSMOUTH. 


MADAM, 
re it poſſible for me to let the 


MV world know how entirely your 
; WS Graces goodneſs has devoted a poor 
18 88 Man to your ſervice ; were there 
eee words enough in ſpeech to expreſs 
mighty ſenſe I have of your great bounty 
wards me; ſurely 1 ſhould write and talk 
fit forever : But your Grace has given me ſo 
yea Theme, and laid fo very vaſt a foun- 
ation , that imagination wants ſtock to build 
damit. I am as one dumb when I would 
peak of it; and when I ſtrive to write, I 
ant a ſcale of thought ſufficient to compre- 
nd the height of it. Forgive me then, Ma- 
n, if (as a poor Peaſant once made a preſent 
an Apple to an Emperor) I bring this ſmaH 
ute, the humble growth of my little 
A 2 Gar- 
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Garden, and lay it at your feet. Believe iti 
paid you with the utmoſt gratitude : Beljere 
that ſo long as I have thought to remetnhe 
how very much I owe your generous nature, 
I will ever have a heart that ſhall be grateful f 
it too: Your Grace, next Heav'n , deſerve 
it amply from me; that gave me life, but u 
a hard condition, till your extended favon 
taught me to prize the gift, and took the hem 
burthen it was clogg'd wich from me; I men 
hard Fortune, When | had Enemies, th 
with malicious power kept back , and ſhadt 
me from thoſe Royal beams, whoſe warm 
is all I have, or hope to live by; your nod 
pity and compaſſion found me , where I 
far caſt back ward from my bleſſing; down! 


the rear of Fortune, call'd me up, placdr 4 
in the ſhine, and | have felt its comfort. 1: 555 
have in that reſtor'd me to my native tigt 4 
for a ſteady faith, and loyalty to my Prince C 
was all the inheritance my Father left me: M 
however hardly my ill Fortune deal with H 
"tis what prize ſo well, that I ne'er pawn" 78 
yet, and hope Ine'cr ſhall part with it. Natt 0 = 
and Fortune were certainly in league w! gt. 


you were born; and as the firlt took caretoy 
vou beauty enough to enflave the hearts of 
the world , ſo the other reſolv'd todo itsm 
juſtice, that none but a Monarch, fit ton 
that world, ſhould e'er poſleſs it; and i 
he had an Empire. The young Prince! 
have given him, by his blooming virtl: 
early declares the mighty ſtock he came td 
and as you have taken all the pious care 

dear Mother and a prudent Guardian, to 
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him a noble and generous education; may it 
ucceed according to his merits and your 
riſhes : May he grow up to be a bulwark to 
his illuſtrious Father, and a Patron to his loyal 
ubjects; with wiſdom and learning to aſſiſt 
m, whenever call'd to his Councils, to de- 
end his right againſt the encroachments of 


= Republicans in his Senates; to cheriſh ſuch 

. len as ſhall be able to vindicare the Royal 

* auſe; that good and fit Servants tothe Crown, 
| 


ay never be loſt for want of a Protector. May 
e have courage and conduct, fit to fi zht his 
attels abroad, and terrify his Rebels at 
ome ; and that all theſe may be yet more ſure, 
y he never, during the ſpring-time of his 
m ears“ when thole growing virtues ought 
by ith care to be cherith'd in order to their ripen- 
s may he never meet with vitious natures, 
_ r the tongues of faithleſs, ſordid , inffpid 
>" erers, to blaſt 'em: to conclude ; may 
be as great as the hand of Fortune (with his 
pnour ) ſhall he be able to make him: And 
ay your Grace, who are ſo good a Miſtreſs, 


Nat d ſo noble a Patroneſs, never meet with # 
u grateful Servant, than, 

109 

$ of MADAM, 

SM 

10 1 | Tour Graces entirely 

. 4 devoted Cre iture, 
2. THO, OTWAY. 
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PROLOGUE 


1 N theſe diſtracted times, when each man dre} 

| The bloody ſtratagems of buſie heads ; 

When we have fear d three years we know yi 
what | 

Till witneſſes begin to die nth” rot, 

What made our Poet meadle with a plot? 

Was't that be fancy*d,, for the ery ſake 

Aud name of plot , his trifling Play might take ? 


Fir there's not in't one inch board evidence , 


But tis, be ſays, toreaſon plain and ſenſe, 
And that he thinks a plauſible defence. 

Were truth by ſenſe and reaſon to be try d; 
Sure all our ſwearers mig ht be laid aſide. 

No, of ſuch tools our Author has no need, 

To make his plot, or mike his Play ſucceed; 
He, of black bills, has no prodigings tales, 
Or Spaniſh Pilgrims caſt a ſhure in Wales: 
Here's not one muri her d ag ſtrate, àt leaf 
Kept rank lite Veni{on for a city feaſt : 
Grown four days [tiff , the better to prepare 
And fit his pliam limbs to ride in chair: 

Yer here's an army rais'd , though under ground, 
But no man ſeen , nor one Commiſſion found. 
Here is a Traitor too, that's very did, 
Turbulent , [abtle, miſchievous, and bold, 
Bloody, revengeful, and tu crown his part, 
Lovesfumbling with awench, with all his heart; 
Till after having many changes paſt , 

In ſpight of age (than: Heav ' is hang'd at (4. 


A Cat 


Next isa Senator that keeps a Whore ; 

ln Venice none « big ber office bore , 
Tolewdneſs every night the letcher ran, 

Shewme , all London, ſuch another man, 1 
Match him at Mother Creſwolds, if you can. 

0 Poland, Poland! bad it been thy lot, 

T have beard in time of this Venitian plot; 

Thou ſurely choſen hadſt one King from thence L 

Aud honour'd them as thou haſt England fince. 


Ar 


PERSON æ. 


DUKE of VENICE. 
PRIULI, aSenator, Father to Belvidera 
ANTONIO, a fine Speaker inthe Senate. 


92 
7 
9* 
2 


BE DAM AR, the Spaniſh 
Ambaſſador. 

JAFFEIR ? 

PIERRE. 

RENAULT. 

SPINOSA. 

THEODORE. >Conſpirators 

ELIOT. 

REVILLIDO. | 

DURAND. 

MAZZANA. 

BRAMVEIL. 

TERNON. 

BRABE. } 

BELVIDERA, 

AQUILINA, By 

Two Women, Attendants on Belvidera ö N 

Two Women, Servants to Aguilina. 19 — 

The Council of Tes. | 

Officer. Guard. Friar. oth 

Executioner and rabble. ehack 
gat, 
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SCENE l. 
Euter Priuli, and Jaffeir. 
PRITV II. 


180 more! I'll hearno more; be gone and 

A leaveme. 

1 Gd Jaff. Not hear me! by my ſufferings 

126033 but you (hall ! 

My Lord, my Lord! I'm not that abject 
wretch 

think me: Patience! where's the diſtance throws 

eoack io far, but | may boldly ſpeak 

Ment, though proud oppreſſion will not hear me! 

Pris, Have you not wrong U me 2 

af. Could my nature c'er 

ik 3 Have 
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Have brook'd injuſtice, or the doing wrongs 
I need not now thus low have bent my ſelf, 
To gaina hearing from a cruel Father ! 
Wrong'd you? 

Priu. Yes, wrong'd me, in the niceſt point 
The Honour of my houſe, you have done mewrey 
You may remember, ( ForI now will ſpeak, 
And urge its baſeneſs : ) when you firſt came home 
From travel, with ſuch hopes, as made you lookta 
By all mens eyes, a youth of expectation; 
Pleas'd with your growing yirtue, I receiv'd you, 
Courted, and ſought to raiſe you to your merits: 
My Houſe, my Table, nay my Fortune too, 
My very ſelf, was yours; you might have us'd me 
To your beſt ſervice ; like an open Friend, 

I treated, truſtec you, and thought you mine: 
When in requital of my beſt endeavours, 

You treacherouſly practis'd to undo me, 
Seduc'd the weakneſs of my age's darling, 

My only child, and ſtole her from my boſom: 
Oh Belvidera ! 

JV. Tis to me you owe her, 
Childleſs you had been elſe, and in the grave, 
Vour name extinet no more Priuli heard of. 
You may remember, ſcarce five years are paſt, 
Since in your Brigantin you ſail'd to ſee 
The Adriatick wedded by out Duke, 

And 1 was with you: your unskiltull Pilot 
Daſh'd us upon a rock; when to your boat 
You made tor ſatety ; entred firſt your ſelf; 
The affrighted Belvidera following next, 

As ſhe ſtood trembling on the veſſels fide, 
Was by a wave waſh'd off into the deep; 
When inſtantly I piung'd into the ſea, 

And buffeting the billows, to her reſcue, 
Redeem'd her life with half the Joſs ot mine. 
Like a rich conqueſt in one hand I bore her, 


And with the other caſh'd the ſawcy waves, 7 
bY 
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@ That throng'd and preſs'd to rob me of my prize : 
brought her, gave her t your deſpairing atms: 
lndeed you thank'd me, but a nobler gratitude 
goſe in her Soul: For from that hour ſhe lo d me, 
Til for her life (he paid me with her ſelf. (her. 
priu. You ſtole her from me; like a thief you ſtole 
at dead of night; that curſed hour you choſe 
To rifle me of all my heart held dear. 
May all your joys in her prove falſe like mine. 
A ſteril Fortune, and a barren bed, 
Attend you both; continual diſcord make 
Your days and nights bitter and grievous: fill 
May the hard hand of a vexatious need 
$ Oppreſs , and grind you; till at laſt you find 
The curſe of disobedience all yout portion. {varn, 
Jaf. Half of your curſe you have beſtow'd in 
Heav'n has already crown'd our faithtul loves 
With a young boy, ſweet as his Mothers beauty: 
May he live to prove more gentle than lus Grandfire, 
And happier than his Father! 
Pris, Rather live 
To hait thee for his bread, and din your cars 
With hungry cries: Whilſt his unhappy Mother 
Sits down and weeps in hitteincfs of want. 
Jaf. Youtalk asift' wou'd pleaſe you. 
Prin, I would, by Heaven. 
Once ſhe was dear indeed; the drops that fell 
from my (ad heart, when ſhe forgot her duty, 
ne fountain of my life was not ſo precious: 
but he is gone, and if am a Man 
| will forget her. 
af. Would | were in my grave. 
ria, And ſhe too with thee, 
for, living here, you're but my curs'd remem- 
brancers 
donde WAS happy. 


7. 
Tar 
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Jaff. You uſe me thus, becauſe you know my $y 
Is fond of Belvidera + you perceive g 
My life feeds on her, therefore thus you treat me! 
Oh! could my Soul ever have known ſatiety: 
Were that thief, the doer ot ſuch wrongs 
As you upbraid me with, what hinders me, 
But | might ſend her back to you with contumely, 
And court my Fortune where ſhe would be kinder! 

Priu. You dare not do't... 

Jaßf. Indeed, my Lord, I dare not. 
My heart that awes me, is too much my Maſter, 
Three yr are paſt ſince firſt our vows were plz 

ted, : 
During which time, the world muſt bear me witne{ 
I've treated Belvidera like your Daughter, 
The Daughter of a Senator of Venice; 
Diſtinction, Place, attendance and obſervance, 
Due to her birth, ſhe always has commanded, 
Out of my little Fortune I have done this; Pis 
Becauſe (tho hopeleſs e er to win your nature) Merit 
The world might ſee, I lov'd her for herſelf, ret 


Not as the Heireſs of the great Priuli. Wo 
Priu. No more! 18 
Jaßf. Yes! all, and then adieu for en 


There's not a wretch that lives on common chami Hut- 
But's happier than me: for] have known 


The luſcious ſweets of plenty: every night limſc 
Have ſlept with ſoft content about my head, lone 
And never wak'd but to a joyful morning; 0 hit 
Vet now muſt fall like a full ear of corn, hat | 


Whoſe bloſſom ſcap'd , yet's wither'd in the ripeninr 1c 
F Pris. Home and be humble, ſtudy to retrencb; BW 544 


Diſcharge the lazy vermin of thy hall, Pier 
Thoſe pageants of thy folly, Ike v 
Reduce the glitteriug trappings of thy wife etha 
To humble weeds, fit for thy little ſtate ; sar 
Then to ſome ſuburb cottage both retire; Jaff 


Drudge, to feed loathſome life; get brats , Mi. 
ſtarye... Hom 
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tome, home, I fay... [Exit Priuli. 
Jaff. Yes, if my heart wouldlet me... 
his proud, this fwelling heart: home! would go, 
ut that my doors are hateful to mine eyes, 
d and damin'd up with gaping Creditors, 
atchful as Fowlers when their game will ſpring. 
ly, Wc now not fifty ducats in the world, 
let! Mer ill lam in love, and pleas'd with ruin. 
hh Belvidera! Oh! ſhe is my wife... 
nd we will bear cur way ward fate together, 
ut ne'er know com fort more. 
Enter Pierre. 
Pierre. My Friend good-morrow ! 
ow fares the honeſt partner of my heart? 
hat, melancholy ! Not a word to ſpare me? 
Jaf. I'm thinking , Pierre, how that damn'd 
ſtarving quality 
ald honeſty , got footing in the world. 
pier. Why, powr'ful villany fiſt ſet it up, 
or its own eaſe and fſatety : honeſt men 
te the ſoft eaſie cuſhions on which knaves 
epoſe and fatten. Were all mankind villains, 
hey'd ſtarve each other; Lawyers wou'd want 
practice , 
ut-throats rewards : each Man would kill his 
Brother 
Iimſelf, none would be paid or hang'd for murder. 
loneſly! it was a cheat invented ſirſt 
obind the hands of bold deſerving Rogues, 
hat fools and cowards might fit ſafe in power, 
nd lord it ungontroul'd above their betters. 
Jaf. Then honeſty is but a notion. 
Pier. Nothing elſe, 
Ke wit, much talk'd of, not to he defin'd: 
that pretends to molt too, has leaſt ſhare in't; 
a ragged virtue: honeſty ! no more on't. 
Jaff. Sure thou art honeſt? 
Per, $0 indeed men think me. 


pening 
ich; 


But 


ITC, Coo. OT T_T oo roy 
* 
* 2 4 4 
w N — 
. : = —_— Foro 
at » a _. . ST - — — 


1 = — — — 
f - 


14 VENICE 


But they'r miſtaken , air: Iam a Rogue 
As well as they ; 
A fine gay bold fac'd villain, as thou ſeeſt me; 
*Tis true, I pay my debts when they're contraQted; 
I fteal from no man; would not cut a throat 
To gain admiſſion to a great mans purſe, 
Ora whores bed; I'd not betray my Friend, 
To get his Pace or Fortune: 1 {corn to flatter 
A blown up fool above me, or cruſh the wiel 
beneath me: 
Yet, Jafeir, for all this I am a Villain, 
Jaſf. A Villain! 

Pier. Yes, a moſt notorious Villain: 
To ſee the ſufferings ot my fellow-creatures, 
And own my ſelf a man: toſee our Senators 
Cheat the deluded People with a ſhow 
Ofliberty , which yet they ne'er mull taſte of; 
They ſay, by them our hands are free from fetten, 
Yet whom they pleaſe they lay in baſeſt bonds; 
Bring whom they pleaſe to infamy and ſorrow, 
Drive us like wrecks down the rough tide of power, 
Whilſt no hold'sleft to ſave us from deſtruction, 
All that bear this are villains, and lone, 

Not to rourze up at the great call of Nature, 
And check the growth of theſe domeſtick ſpoilers, 
That make us Slaves, and tell us tis our chatter, 
Taff. Oh Aquila ! Friend, to loſe ſuch beauty, 
The deareſt purchaſe of thy noble labours ; 
She was thy right by conqueſt , as by love. 
Pier. Oh Faffeir ! I'd ſo fix'd my heart upon her, 
That whereſoe'er I fram'd a ſcheme of life 
For time to come, the was my only joy, 
With which I wiſh'd to ſweeten future cares. 
1 fancy'd pleaſures, none but one that loves 
And doats as Idid, can imagine like*em. 
When in the extremity of all theſe hopes, 
in the moſt charming hour of expectation, 
hen when our eager wiſhes ſoar'd the higheſt, | 
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ady to ſtoop and graſp the lovely game, 
haggard owl, a worthlels kite of prey, 
thhis foul wings ſayl'd in, and ſpoil'd my quarry. 
of Iknow the wretch, and ſcorn him as thou 
hat'ſt him. [teRted, 
per, Curſe on the Common-guod that's ſo pro- 
here every Slave that heaps up wealth enough 
do much wrong, becomes a Lord of right: 
whobeliev'd no ill could e'er come near me; 
und in the embraces of my Aquilina, 
etched old, but itching Senator; 
realthy fool, that had bought out my title: 
Rogue, that uſes beauty like a lamb-skin, 
rely to keep him warm; that filthy cuckoo 
zin my abſence crept into my neſt, 
(ſpoiling all my brood of noble pleaſure, 
af. Didſt thou not chaſe him thence ? 
pier. I did, and drove 
e ank old bearded Hirco ſtinking home: 
ge matter was complain'd of in the Senate, 
mmon'd to appear, and cenſur'd baſely, 
violating ſomething they call Privilege. 
is was the recompence ot all my ſervice: 
ould I'd been rather beaten by a Coward. 
boldiers Miſtreſs, Faffeir , s his Religion, 
enthat's profan'd, all other tyes are broken: 
nt even diſſolves all former bonds of ſervice, 
from that hour I think my ſelf as free 
de the foe as e er the friend of Venice 
, dear revenge, whene' er thou call't , I'm 
ready. | 
. I think no ſafety can be here for virtue, 
lyrieve my Friend as much as thou, tolive 
uch a wretched State as this of Venice, 
dere all agree to ſpoil the publick good, 
Lvilhins fatten with the brave mans labours. 
. We've neither ſafety, unity, nor peace, 


For 


— — — 
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For the foundation's loſt of commcn good; 
Juſtice is lame as well as blind amongſt us; 
The laws { corrupted to their enus that make en 
Serve but for inſtruments of ſome new tyranny, 
That every day (tarts up t'enſlave us deeper : 
Now could this glorious cauſe but find out Frieng 
To do it right! Oh affeir / Then micht'ſt thou 
Not wear theſe ſeals ot woe upon thy face: 
The proud Priuli ſnould be taught humanity, 
And learn to value ſuch a Son as thou art. 
I dare not ſpeak! But my heart bleeds this mong 
Ja. Curſt be the cauſe, tho I thy Friend beg 
on't : | 
Let me partake the troubles of thy boſom, 
For lam us'dto miſery, and perhaps 
May find a way to ſweeten't to thy ſpirit. 
Pier. Too ſoon 'twill reach thy knowledge., 
Jaff. Then from 
Let it proceed, there's virtue in thy Friendſhip 
Would make the ſaddeſt tale of ſorrow pleaſing, 
Strengthen my conſtancy, and welcome ruin. 
Pier. Then thou art ruin'd! 
That I long ſince hu 


alt. 
I and ill Fortune have been long acquainted, 
Pier. I paſt this very moment by thy doors, 
And found them guarded by a troop of Villains; 
The Sons of publick rapine were deſtroying. 
They told me, by the Sentence of the law 
They had Commiſſion to ſeize all thy Fortune: Wc rot 


dl) 
ift 
nt 
ſee 
ver 


du'd 


Nay more, Priulis cruel hand hath fign'dit. Whe 
Here ſtood a Ruffian with a horrid face bitt 
Lording it o'er a = of maſly plate, "nm 
Tumbled into a heap for publick ſale. row 
There was another making villanous jeſts ay th 
At thy undoing; he had ta en poſſeſſion Ich 


Of all chy ancient moſt domeſtick ornaments, . 
Rich hangings, intermix'd and wrought with bur 
The very bed, which on thy wedding night ſta 


PR ES E R V' D. 17 


eceiv d thee to the arms of Belvidera, 

he ſcene of all thy joys, was violated 

the courſe hands of filthy dungeon villains , 

(thrown amongſt the common lumber. 

0. Now thank Heav'n... 

nd Pr. Thank Heav'n ! For what: 

uf. That I'm not worth a Pucat. 

Fer, Carſe thy dull ſtars , and the worſe Fate of 
Venice 3 

Vere Brothers, Friends, and Fathers, all are falſe ; 

here there's no truſt, no truth; where innocence 

oops under vile oppreſſion; and Vice Lords it: 

uit thou but ſeen , as I did, how at laſt 

y beauteous Belwidera, like a wretch 

1t'sdoom'd to baniſhment, came weeping forth, 

ningthrough tears, like April-Suns in ſhowers 

t labour to o'ercome the cloud that loads em, 

dilſt two young Virgins, on whoſe arms ſhe lean'd, 

diy look'd up, and at her grief grew ſad, 

ifthey catch'd the ſorrows that fell from her: 

n the lewd rabble that were gather'd round 

ee the ſight , ſtood mute when they beheld her; 

rern'd their roaring throats, and grumbled pity : 

ud have hugg'd the greaz7 rogues; they pleas'd 
me. | 

jaf. I thank thee for this ſtory, from my ſoul, 

cenow I know the worſt that can befall me : 

pierre! I ha ve a heart, that could have born 

eroughelt wrong my Fortune could have done 

when 1 think what Belvidera feels, me: 

bitterneſs her tender ſpirit taſts of , | 

n my ſelf a coward : bear my weakneſs, 

towing thus my arms about thy neek, 

he Boy , and blubber in thy boſom. 

ſhall drown thee with my forrows 1 

er. a Burn / 

burn, and le vel Venice to thy ruin! 

ſarve like beggars brats in troſty weather, 


nts, 

with fl 
pht 
Un- 
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Under ahedge, and whine our ſelves to death! 
Thou, or thy cauſe, ſhalt never want aſſiſtance, 
Whilſt I have blood or fortune fit to ſerve thee; 
Command my heart: Thou'rt every way its Made 
Jaff. No, there's a ſecret pride in bravely dying, 
Pier. Rats die in holes and corners, dogs run my 
Man knows a braver remedy for ſorrow: 
Revenge! The attribute of Gods, they ſtamptit 
With their great Image on our natures. Die: 
Conſider well the cauſe that calls upon thee: 
And if thou'rt baſe enough, dye then: remember 
Thy Belvidera ſuffers: Belvidera { 
Dye... Damn firſt . . . What be decently intend 
In a Church yard, and mingl* thy brave duſt 
With ſtinking rogues that rot in dirty winding ſheet 
Surfeit flain fools , the common dung o'th ſoil, 
Raf. Oh! 
Pier. Well ſaid, out with't, ſwear alittle,. 
Jaff. Sweul 
By Sea and Air! By Earth, by Heaven and hell, 


Yaſh. Agreed. ſet 
Pier. Shoot him. 5 
Taff. With all myh bet 
No more: where ſhall we meet at night? 
Pier. 1M tell the nd h 


On the Rialto every night at twelve 

Itake my evenings walk of meditation, -Y 

There we two will meet, & talk of precious miſclit 
Jaff. Farewel. 


Pier. At twelve. del. 
Jaſf. At any hour, my plazh:.. 
Will keep me waking. | [ Exit Piet 


Tell me why, good Heav'n, 
Thou mad*ſt me what I am, with all the ſpirit, 
Aſpiring thoughts, and elegant defires 1 


PR ES E R V' D. 19 
That fil the happieſt Man? Ah ! rather why 
Vidſt thou not torm me ſordid as my Fate, 
B:{e minded, dull, and fit to carry burdens ? 
Why have I ſenſe to know the curſe that's on me ? 
I; this juſt dealing, Nature? Belvidera! 
Poor Belvidera | | [Emer Belvidera. 
Belvid. Lead me, lead me my Virgins! 
To that kind voice. My Lord, my Love, my Re- 
fuge! 
Happy my eyes, when they behold thy face: 
My heavy heart will leave its doleful beating 
it ſight of thee, and bound with ſprightful joys. 
0hſmile , as when our loves were in their ſpring , 
ind cheer my fainting Soul. 
aff. As when ourloves 
Vere in their ſpring ? Has then my fortune chang'd? 
ut thou not Belvidera, ſtillthe ſame , 
kind , good, & tender, as my arms firſt found thee? 
Ifthou art alter'd, where ſhall I have harbour ? 
Where eaſe my loaded heart? Ohl where complain? 
av, Do's this appear like change, or love de- 
caying ; 
When thus I throw my ſelf into thy boſom , 
ih all the reſolution of ſtrong truth? 
eats not my heart as 'twould alarum thine 
0anew charge of bliſs? I joy more in thee, 
Than did thy Mother when ſhe hugg'd thee firſt, 
nd bleſs'd the Gods for all her travel paſt. 
Jaff. Can there in woman be ſuch glorious faith? 
ure all ill ſtories of thy ſex are falſe; 
Woman! lovely Woman ! Nature made thee 
lotemper Man: We had been Brutes without you: 
"gels are painted fair, to look like you 
ſbere's in you all that we believe of Heav'n , 
mazing brightneſs, purity and truth, 
ernal joy, and evexlaſting love. 
bv, If love be treaſure, we'll de wondrous rich; 
uve ſo much, my heart * ſurely break with't ; 


2 Yow 


inne 


Vows can't expreſs it. When I wou'd declare 
How great's my joy, I'm dumb with the big though; 
I ſwell, and ſigh, and labour with my longing. 
O lead me to ſome deſart wide and wild, 
Barren as our misfortunes, where my ſoul 
May have its vent; where may tell aloud 

To the high Heavens, and every liſtning Planet, 
With what a boundleſs ſtock my boſom's fraught; 
Where l may throw my eager arms about thee, 

Give looſe to loye with kiſſes kindling joy, 

And let off all the fire that's in my heart. 

Jaff. Oh Belvidera! doubly I'm a beggar , hy 
Undone by Fortune, and in debt to thee ; 
Want! wordly want! that hungry meager Fiend 
Is at my heels, and chaces me jn view. 

Canſt ham bear cold and hunger? Can theſe limb, 
Fram'd for the tender offices of Love, 
Endure the bitter gripes of ſmarting poverty? 
When baniſh'd by our miſeries, abroad, 
= ſuddenly we ſhall be) to ſeek out, 

n ſome far climate where our names are ſtranger, 
For charitable ſuccour ; wilt thou then, 
When in a bed of ſtraw we ſhrink together, 
And the bleak winds ſhall whiſtle round our head; 
Wilt thou then talk thus to me? Wilt thou then 
Huſh my cares thus, and ſhelter me with love? 

Belv. — Iwill love thee, even in madneſs lor 
knee, 

Tho my diſtracted ſenſes ſhould forſake me, 
I'd find ſome intervals, when my poor heart 
Should 'ſwage it ſelf and be let looſe to thine, 
"Tho the bare earth be all our reſting place, 
Its roots our food, ſome clift our habitation, 


I'll make this arm a pillow for thy head; er flel 
And as thou ſighing ly'ſt, and {well'd with ſorrow 
Creep to thy boſom, pour the balm of love 

Into thy Soul, and kiis thee to thy reſt; | 
Then praiſe our God, & watch thee till the mor 


be 
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5aff. Hear this you Heav'ns, and wonder how you 

made her! 
zeign, Reign ye Monarchs that divide the world, 
zulie rebellion ne'er will let you know | 
ſr:nquility and happineſs like mine. 
ike gaudy Ships, th' obſequious billows fall 
Indriſe again, to lift you in your pride; 
They wait but fora ſtorm , and then devour you: 
in my private bark, already wreck'd, 
ke a poor Merchant driv'n on unknown land, 
hat had by chance pack d up his choiceſt treaſure 
zone dear casket, and ſav'd only that, 
Since I muſt wander further on the ſhore, 
Thus hug my little, but my precious ſtore; 
Reſolv d to ſcorn, and truſt my Fate no more. 

( Exeunt. 
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ab SCENE I. 


Enter Pierre and Aquilina. 


AqQuiLl1lna. 


)Y allthy wrongs , thou'rt dearer to my arms 
) Than all the wealth of Venice: Prithee ſtay , 
let us love to-night, 
dier. Ah no: There's fool, 
tere's fool about thee : when a Woman ſells, 
fleſh to fools, her beauty'sloſt to me; 
ley leave a taint, a ſully where they've paſt; 
e's ſuch a baneful quality about'em , 
aſpoils complexions with their nauſcouſneſs , 
B 3 They 


- 
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For he has already made me Heir to treaſures 
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They infect all they touch; I cannot think 
Of taſting any thing a fool has pall'd. 
Aquil. I loath and ſcorn that fool thou men 
as much | 
Or more than thou canfl; but the beaſt has gold 
That makes him neceſſary: power too, 
Toqualify my chuacter, and poiſe.me 
Equal with peevilh virtue, that beholds 
My liberty with envy . In their hearts 7 
They're looſe as lam; but an ugly power N. 
Sits in their faces, and frights pleaſures from ien 
Pier. Much good may't do you, Madam, yit 
your Senator. 
Aqui. My Senator 1 why, canſt thou think th 
wretch 14 $4458 7 "+ 
F'er fill'd thy Aguilinas arms with pleaſure ? 
Think'ſtthou , becaufe I ſometimes give him lem: 
To foil himſelf at what he is unfit for ; 
Becauſe I force my ſelf t'eudure and ſuffer him, 
Think'ſt thou I love him? No, by all the joys on 
Thou ever gav'ſt me, his preſence is my penance, 
The worſt thing an old man can be's a lover, 
A meer Memento mori to poor Woman. 
I never lay by his decrepit fide, 
But all that night I ponder'd on my grave, 
Pier. Would he were well ſent thither. 
Aquil, That's my wiſhto 
For then, my Pierre, [ might have cauſe withpl 


* 


ſure | 
To play the Hypocrite : Oh ! how I could weep 
O ver the dying dotard, and kiſs him too, | 
In hopes to ſmother him quite; then, when thetin 
Was come to pay my ſorrows at his funeral, 


Wou'd make me out-acta real Widows whining:] 
How could 1 frame my face to fit my mourning! 
With wringing hands attend him to his grave, 

Fall ſwooning on his hearſe: take mad poſſeſſion, 
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gen of the diſmal vault where he lay bury'd, 
here like th' Eyheſian Matron dwell „till thou, 
My lovely Soldier, cam ſt to my deliverance; 
Then throwing up my veil , with open arms 
ind laughing eyes, run to new dawning joy. 
pier. No more I've Friends to meet me here to 
night, : 
nd muſt be private. As you prize my Friendſhip , 
Keep up your Coxcomb: Let him not pry norliſten, 
Nor fisk about the houſe as I haveſeen him, 
Likea tame mumping ſquirrel with a bell on 
urs will be abroad to bite him, if you do. 
Aquil, What Frieads to meet ? Mayn't I be of your 
Council ? 
Pier, How | A Woman ask queſtions out of bed? 
o to your Senator, ask him what paſſes 
\mongſt his brethren, he'll hide nothing from you: 
but pump not me for politicks. No more! 
Give order that whoeverin my name 
omes here, receive admittance. So good night. 
Aquil. Muſt we ne'er meet again! Embrace no 
love ſo ſoon and utterly torgotten ? [more ! 
Pier. As you henceforward treat your fool, Ill 
_ thinkon't. 
Aquil. Curſt be all fools, and doubly curſt my ſelf, 
he worſt of fools.. , I die if he forſakes me; 
uud now to keep him, Heav'n or hell inſtruct me. 
{ Exennz, 


SCENE the Rialto. 
Enter Jaffeir. 


Jar PEI R. | 
| M here; and thus, the ſhades of night around 


me, 
Llook as if all hell were in my heart, 
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Aud l in hell: Nay , ſurely tis ſo with me; . 
For every ſtep I tread, methinks ſome Fiend 
Knocks at my-breaſt, and bids it not be quiet. 
I've heard how deſperate wretches, like my ſelf 
Have wander'd out at this dead time of night 
To meet the foe ot mankind in his wal? 
Sure I'm ſo curſt, that, tho of Heav'a forſaken, 
No Miniſter of darkneſs cares to tempt me. 
Hell! Hell! why ſleep'ſt thou? 

Enter Pierre. 

Pier. Sure T've ſtay'd too lon, 
The clock has ſtruck , and I may loſe my Proſelyte, 
Speak, who goes there? 

aff. A Dog that comesto hoy| 
At yonder Moon: What's he that asks the queſtian? 
Pier. A Friend to dogs, for they are honeſt cre 
tures, 
And ne'er betray their Maſters; never fawn 
On any that they love not: well met Friend: 
afeir ! : 

JZaff. The ſame, Oh Pierre, thou'rt come in 

; Z 4 eaſon, 
was juſt going to pray, _. 

Pier. a yn 8 Ah that's mechanick, 
Prieſts make a trade on't ; and yet ſtarve by t too: 
No praying; it ſpoils buſiueſs, and time's preciou; 
Where's Belvidera? 

Jaff. For a day or two 
I've lodg'd her privately, till Iſee farther 
What Fortune will do with me? Prithee Friend, 
If thou would'ſt have me fit to hear good council, 
Speak not of Belvidera. 

Pier. Speak not of het} 

Jaff. Oh no! Nor name her. 

Pier. May be 1 wiſh her wel, 

770. Whom wel] ? | 

ter. Thy wife, thy lovely Belvidert 


And 


I hope a man may Wiſh his Friends wife well, 
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nd no harm done ! Ke 1 
f e are merry Pierre 
Jef | ON Iamſo: 
Chou ſhalt ſmile too, and Belvideraſmile ; . 
ell allrejoyce: here's ſomething to buy pins, 
larriage is chargeable. Gives him a purſe, 
; I but half wiſht 
To ſee the Devil, and he's here already. Well! 
hat muſt this buy, Rebellion, Murder, Treaſon? 
ell me which way I muſt be damn'd for this? 
pier. When laſt we parted , we'd no qualms like 
theſe , 
utentertain'd each others thoughts like men, 
hoſe ſouls were well acquainted. Is the world 
eform'd fince our laſt meeting? What new miracles 
gave happen'd > Has Priulis heart relented ? 
n he be honeſt ? 
Jaf. Kind Heav'n! let heavy curſes 
al his old age; Cramps, Aches rack his bones, 
ad bittereſt diſquiet wring his heart! 
let him live till life become his burden! 
et him groan under't long, linger an age 
the worſt agonies and pangs of death, 
dd find its eaſe, but late. | 
Pier, Nay, could'ſt thou not 
Swell, my Friend, have ſtretch'd the curſe to all 
be denate round, as to one ſingle villain ? 
b: But curſes ſtick not: Could I kill with cur- 
ing, 
nd, WW Heav'n I know not thirty heads in Venice. 
cil, ald not be blaſted; Senators ſhould rot 
1 ke Dogs on dunghils; but their wives and daugh- 
f her ters 


eoftheir own diſeaſes. Oh for a curſe 
r wel kill with ! 


pier. Daggers, Daggers, are much better! 
vide M. Ha ! 8 8 


| Fer, Daggers. | 
And Bs Taff. 
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Jaff. But where are ay + * 
Pier. h 2 4 thouſy: 
May be diſpos'd in honeſt hands in Venice. 
Jaf. Thou talk'ſt in clouds. 
Pier. But yet a heart half wroꝶ 
As thine has been, would find the meaning, 
Jaff. A thouſand daggers, all in honeſt hangs; 
And have not la Friend will ſtick one here? 
8 „if I thought thou wer't not to be d 
riſht 
T' a nobler purpoſe , I would be that Friend. 
Bat thou haſt better Friends; Friends, whom: 
wrongs 10 
Have made thy Friends; Friends worthy tobecal 
I truſt thee with a ſecret: there are ſpirits 
This hour at work. But as thou art a man, 
Whom [ have pickt and choſen from the world, 
Swear that thou wilt be true to what I utter ; 
And when I've told thee that which only Gods, 
And Men like Gudsareprivy to, then iwear 
No chance or change ſhall wreſt it from thy boſon 
Jajff When thou would'ſt bind me, is therene 
of oaths? _ [counter 
(Green-fickneſs girls loſe maidenheads with ſu 


er 


Forthou'rt ſo near my heart, that thou may ſte , 21 

1 Its bottom, ſound its ſtrength, and firmneſs tot 74 
Is coward, fool, or villain in my face? Ind: 

| Tf 1 ſeem none of theſe, I dare believe by all 

| Thou would'ſtnot uſe me in alittle cauſe , by Li 

! For am fi: for honeurs tougheſt task; 0p 

; Nor ever yet found fooling was my Province; Pie 
| And for a villanous inglorious enterprize, cou 
1 I know thy heart ſp well, l dare lay mine ith 
F Before thee, ſet it to what point thou wilt. jut be 
Pier. Nay , it's a caule thou wilt be fond tte 
4 Taſſeir. ndr 
| For it is founded on the nobleſt baſis, faff 

| Our liberties, our natural inheritance z oth 
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eres no Religion, no Hypocriſy in't. 
#11 do the buſineſs, and ne'er fait and pray for't : 
Openly act a deed the world ſhall gaze 
ith wonder at, and envy when *tis done. 
Jaff. For liberty! 
Pier. For liberty, my Friend! 
WT hou ſhalt be freed from baſe Priulis tyranny , 
\ndthy ſequeſtred Fortunes heal 'd again. 
hall be freed from thoſe opprobrious wrongs 
hatpreſs me now , and bend my ſpirit downward. 
Ill Venice free, and every growing merit 
zucceed to its juſt right: fools ſhall be pull'd 
rom wiſdoms ſeat ; thoſe baleful unclean birds, 
Thoſe lazy owls , who (pearch d near Fortunes top) 
it only watchful with their heavy wings 
ocuffdown new-fledg'd virtues, that would riſe 
To nobler heights, and make the grove harmonious. 
Jaff. What can I do? 
Pier, Can'ſt thou not kill a Senator? 
Jaff, Were there one wiſe or honeſt, I could kill 
him. 
orherding with that neſt of fools and knaves. 
, al my wrongs, thou talk ſt as it revenge 
ere to be had, and the brave ſtory warms me. 
Pier. Swear then! 
75 Ido, by all thoſe glittering ſtars 
\nd yon great ruling Planet of the night! 
by allgood powers above, and ill below! 
Love and Friendſhip, dearer than my life! 
0pow'r , or death ſhall make me falſe to thee. 
Pier. Here we embrace, and l' unlock my heart. 
council's held hard by , where the deſtruction 
this great Empire's hatching : there Il lead thee! 
ut de a Man, for thou'rt to mix with men 
tto diſturb the peace of all the world, 
ind rule it when it's wildeſt... 
af. I give thee thanks 
or this kind warning: Yes, Iwill be a Man, 
And 
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And charge thee, Pierre, whene'er thou ſeeſt u 
fears * 

Betray meleſs, to rip this heart of mine 

Our of my breaſt , and ſhew it for a cowards, 

Comelet's be gone, for from this hour I chaſe 

All little thoughts, all tender human follies 

Out of my boſom : vengeance ſhall haveroom: 


= 5 


Revenge! * 
Pier, And liberty! 
Jaff. Revenge! Revenge..; ef 


[ Exeat 


The Scene changes to Aquilinas Houſe , f 
Greek Curtezan. 


Enter Renault. 


Rena. Why was my choice ambition, the wort 
ground 
A wretch can build on? it's indeed at diſtance 
A goodly proſpect, tempting to the view; 
The height delights us, and the mountain-top 
Looks beautiful, becauſe it's nigh to Heav'n; 
But we ne'er think how ſandy's the foundation, 
What ſtorm will batter, and what tempeſt ſhake u 
Who's there? 
Enter Spinoſa. 

Spino. Renault, good morrow * for by this time gr 
I think the ſcale of night has turn'd the balance, hat c 
And weighs up morning: Has the clock ſtruct 37 

_ twelve? 

Rena. Yes, clocks will go as they are ſet: But Man, 
Irregular Man's ne'er conſtant , never certain: 
I've ſpent at leaſt three precious hours of darknels 
In waiting dull attendance; 'tis the curſe 
Of diligent virtue to be mixt like mine, 
With giddy tempers , ſouls but half reſolv'd. 


Spin. Hell ſeize that Soul amongſt us, it can frig 
ten, Ren 
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Rena, What's then the cauſe that I am here alone ? 
hy are wenot together ? 
Enter Eliot. 
| O Sir, welcome! 

ou are an Engliſhman: When Treaſon's hatching 

ne might have thought you'd not have been be- 

hindhand. 

what whores lap have you been lolling ? 

ve but an Engliſhman his whore and eaſe, 

efand a Sea-coal fire, he's yours for ever. 

Eliot. Frenchman , y ou are ſawcy. 

Rena, How! 

uur Bedamar the Ambaſſador, Theodore, Bran- 
yeil, Durand Brabe, Revilido, Mezzana, 

Ternon, Retroſi, Conypirators. 

Bedamn, At difference, fye, 
this a time for quarrels ? Thieves and Rogues 
lout and brawl: Should Men of your high calling, 
en ſeparated by the choice of Providence, 

om the groſs heap of mankind , and ſet here 
thisaſlemb'y as in one great jewel, 

adorn the braveſt purpoſe it e'erſmil'd on; 

ould you like boys wrangle for trifles ? 
Rena: 


Bea, Renault, thy hand! 
Rena, I thought I'd given my heart 

ong ſince to every Man that mingles here; 

ut grie ve to find it truſted with ſuch rempers, 

ut can t forgive my froward age its weakneſs. 
Beda. Eliot, thou once had'ſt virtue ; I have ſeen 
y ſtubborn temper bend with godlike goodneſs, 
ot half thus courted: Tis thy Nation's glory, 

o hug the foe that offers brave alliance. 


9 more embrace, my Friends... we'll all em- 
race „ * 
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Boys? 


tedthus, we are the mighty Engine 
uſt twiſt this rooted Empire from its baſis ! 
ers it not already? 


Eliot, 
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Eliot. Would 'twere tumbliy 
Beda. Nay it ſhall down: This night we fed» 
ruin. 
| | Enter Pierre. 

Oh Pierre thou art welcome ! 
Come to my breaſt, for by its hopes thou lookſt 
Lovelily dreadful ; and the fate of Venice | 
Seems on thy ſword already. Oh my Mar: ! 
The Poets that firſt feign'd a God of war 
Sure prophecy'd of thee. 

Pier. Friends! was not drum 
(1 mean that Brutus, who in open Senate 
Stabb'd the firſt Ceſar that uſurp'd the world ) 
A gallant Man ? 

Rena. Ves, and Cataline too; 
Tho ſtory wrong his fame: For he conſpir'd 
To prop the reeling glory of his Country: 
His cauſe was good. 

Beda. And ours as much above. 
As Renault thou'rt ſuperior to cethegus. 
Or Pierre to Caſſius. | 

Pier. Then to what we ain 
When do we ſtart? or muſt we talk for ever? 

Beda. No Pierre, the deed's near birth: 

ſeems to have ſet 
The buſineſs up, and given it to our care: 
I hope there's not a heart nor hand amongſt us 
But is firm and ready. 

All, All? We'll die with Bedan 

Beda. Oh Men, | 
Matchleſs, as will your glory be hereafter, 
The game is for a matchleſs prize, if won; 

If loſt, diſgraceful ruin. 

Nena. What can loſe it 
The publick ſtock's a beggar ; one Venetian 
Truſts not another: look into their ſtores 

Of general ſatety ; empty Magazines, 
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ter d fleet, a murmuring unpaid army, 
\nkrupt nobility , a haraſs'd commonalty , 
ious » giddy , and divided Senate, 

il the ſtrength of Venice: Let's deſtroy it; 
ers fill their Magazines with arms to awe them, 
lun out their fleet, and make their trade main- 

tain it ; 
et looſe the murmuring army on their Maſters, 
opay themſelves with plunder ; lop their Nobles 
othe baſe roots, whence moſt of em firſt ſprung; 
plave the rout, whom ſmarting will make humble; 
urn out their droning Senate, and poſſeſs [for. 
hat ſeat of Empire which our Souls were fram'd 

Per, Ten thouſand Men are armed, at yournod, 
ommanded all by leaders fit to guide 
hattel for the freedom of the worid ; 
bs wretched State has ſtarv'd them in its ſervice. 
nd by your bounty quicken'd , they're refoly'd 
oſerve your glory, and revenge their own: 

1 hare all their different quarters in this city, 

atchtor th alarm, and grumble 'tis ſo tardy. 

dd. | doubt not, Friend, but thy unweary'd 
diligence 

$ {till kept waking, and it ſhall have eaſe; 

ſter this night it is reſolv'd we meet 

lomore, till Venice own us for her Lords. 

Per, How lovely then the Adriatique whore, 
eld in her flames, will ſhine ! devouring flames! 
cn as ſhall burn her to the wat'ry dottom, 

dd niſs in her foundation. 
Leda, Now if any 
mongſt us here that own this glorious caule , 

we Friends ot intereſt he'd wiſhto fave, 
althetold; the general doom is feal'd 
ld forgo the hopes of a worlds Empire, 
therthan wound the bowels of my Friend. 


er. | mult confels, you there have touch'd my 
weakneſs; 
k 


ſeal i 


ſeit? 
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_ He knowsthe very buſineſs of this hour; 


A hand ſhall bear a lighted torch at noon 
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I havea Friend; but hearit, ſucha Friend! 
My heart was ne'er ſhut to him. Nay, I'll tell you, 


But he rejoyces in the cauſe, and loves it: 
Wave changd a vow tolive and die together, 
And he's at hand to ratify it here. 


Rena. How! all betray'd ? 
Pier. No... I've dealt nobly with you; 
I've brought my all into the publick ſtock; f 


I'd but one Friend, and him I Il ſhare amongſt u. 
Receive and cheriſh him! Orif, when ſeen 


And ſearcht, you find him worthleſs; as my tong 4 
Has lodg'd this ſecret in his faithful breaſt, . 
To eaſe your fears I wear a dagger here, B 
Shall rip it out again, and give you reſt. 7 


Come forth thou only good I e er could boaſt ol 7 
Enter Jaffeir with a dagger. * 

Beda. His preſence bears the ſhew of manly vim . 
Jaff. I know you'll wonder all, that thus uncall WW; 

I dare approach this place of fatal councils; 

But I'm amongſt you, and by Heav'n itgladsme, WW ;,, 

To lee ſo many virtues thus united, Jof 

To reſtore juſtice and dethrone oppreſſion. 

Command this ſword, if you would have it quiet, 

Into this breaſt ; but if you think it worthy 

To cut the throats of reverend rogues in robes, 

Send me in to the curs'd aſſembl d Senate; 

It ſhrinks not, tho I meet a Father there. ooh 

Would you behold this city flaming , here's 


Toth' Arſenal, and ſet its gates on fire, 

Ren. You talk this well, Sir. 

Jaff. Nay... by Heav'n ['Ildott 
Come, come, Ireaddittruit in all your faces, 
You fear me a villain; and indeed it's odd 
To hear a ſtranger talk thus at firſt meeting, eres! 
Ot matters that have been ſo well debated; 
But l come ripe with wrongs , as you with count 


hate this Senate, am a foe to Venice, 

nend to none, but men reſolv d like me, 

ro puſh on miſchief, Oh did you but know me, 
need not talk thus l 


Ou; 


Beda. Pierre I muſt embrace him, 
y heart beats to this man as if it knew him. 
Rena, I never lov'd theſe huggets. 

Still I ſee 


47. 
— delights me not. Vour Friends ſutvey me, 
;| were dangerous... but l come arm'd 
2zinſt all doubts, and to your truſt will give 
pledge, worth more than all the world can pay for. 
My Belvedira! Ho! My Belvedira ! 
Beta. What wondet next? | 
Jef. Let me intreat you, 
l. have henceforth hopes to call ye Friends, 
all but the Ambaſſador, and this [me, 
rave Guide of Councils, with my Friend that owns 
neil draw a while to ſpare a womans bluſhes. 
| Ex. all but Bed. Rena. Jaff, Pier. 
me, ed. Pierre, Whither will this ceremony lead us? 
Jaff. My Belvidera ! Belvidera ! 
g Euter Belvidera. 
Juicl, BY bee. | Who, 
ho calls ſo loud at this late peaceful hour ? 


es, Whit voice was wont to come in gentle whiſpers, + 


d fill my ears with the ſoft breath of love: 
ou hourly image of my thoughts, where art thou? 
Jef. Indeed 'tis late. 


Belo, Oh! Ihavefſlept and dreamt, 
(dreamt again: where haſt thou been thou loy- 
terer ? 


11 0018S my eyes clos d, my arms have ſtill been open'd; 

ces, eich d every way betwixt my broken ſlumbers, 
earch if thou wert come to crown my reſt : 

R e's no repoſe without thee: oh the day, 

dloon will break, and wake us to our ſorrow : 

cou ve, come to bed; and 2. thy cares good night: 


70. 
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| Jaff. Oh Betvidera! we muſt change the ſcene 
In which the paſt delights of lite were taſted: 

| 

| 

| 


The poor ſleep little, we mult learn to watch, 
Ourlabours late, and early every morning; 
Midſt winter froſts, thin clad, and fed with (paring, 
Riſe to our toils, and drudge away the day. 
Belv. Alas where am 1? Whither is“ you lead 
Methinks | read diſtraction in your face ! 
Something leſs gentle than the fate you tell me; 
You ſhake andtremble too! your blood runs cold! 
Heavens guard my love, and bleis his hean ni 
patience. (net 
tf Thar 1 have patience, let our fate beat yi 
Who has ordainꝰ d it ſo, that thou and I, 
(Thouthe divinelt good, man e er poſſeſs'd, 
nd 1, the wretched'ſt of the race of Man) 
his very hour, without one tear, muſt part. 
14 Belv. Part! muſt we part e Oh! am I thenk 
bi ſaken ? 
i Will mp love caſt me off? Have my misfortunes 
| Offended him ſo highly, that he'll leave me? 
1 W hy drag you from me? Whither are you going! 
1. My dear! my Rte! my love! 
Þ Jaſf. Oh Friends! 7 
Belv. | | Speakto! 
Jaff. Take, take her from my heart. 
1 She gain ſuch hold elſe , I ſhall nc'er get looſe. 


15 I charge thee take her, but with tender ſt care, | y 
V Relieve her troubles and aſſwage her ſorrows. q, 
| Ren, Riſe , Madam! and command amongſtyouly >: 
. Servants! > 
þ Jeff. To you, Sirs , and your henour , 1", 
6 queath her , 7. 


And with her this: when c'er I prove unworthy." 5; 

Give: 4 dag 9. 
You know the reſt.. Then ſtrike it to her heart; icy 
And tell her, he who three whole happy years * 
Lay in her arms, and each kind night repeated 18 


PR ES E R' D. 
he paſſionate vos of ſtill increaſing love, 
ent that reward for all her truth and ſufferings. 
Bev. Nay , take my life, ſince he has fold it 
cheaply; 
r ſend me to ſlome diſtant clime your Slave. 
jut let it de far off, leſt my complamings 
hould reach his guilty ears, and ſhake his peace. 
f. No, Belvidera, I've coniriv'd thy honour : 
full ro my faith, and be but Fortune kind 
ome, as [']} preſerve that faith unbroken , 
Vhen next we meet, I'll lift thee to a height, 
nall gather all the gazing world about thee , 
o wonder what ſtrange virtue plac'dthee there. 
ut it we no er mert more 
belv. Oh thou unkind one; 
ever meet more ! have I deſerv'd this from you? 
ook on me, tell me; ſpeak thou dear deceiver, 
by am I ſeparated from thy love ? 
am talſe, accuſe me; but if true, 
don't, prithee don't in poverty forſake me, 
ut it the ſad heart, that's tory with parting. 
et hear me! yet recall me 
| P [(E. Ren. Bed. and Belv. 
* Oh my eyes 
ook not that way, but turn your ſelves a while 
No my heart 0 and be wean'd all together. 
Friend, where art thou? 
pur. ; Here, my honours brother 
Jaf. Is Belvidera gone : 
pier. | Renault has led her 
cktoher own apartment: but, by Heav'n! 
lou muſt not ſee her more till our work's over. 
Jaf. No ? | 
Pier. Not for your life. 
Jaf Oh Pierre, wer't thou but ſhe, 
ow | could pull thee down into my heart, 
ne on thee till my eyc-ſtrings crackt with love, 
all my finews with its fite extende i, 
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Fixt me upon the rack of ardent longing ; 

Then ſweiling, ſighing, raging to be bleſt, 
Come like a panting turtle to thy breaſt, | 

1 On thy ſoft boſom , hovering , bilt and play, 

| Confeſs the cauſe why laſt | led away; | 

| | Own 'twas a fault, but ſwear to give it o'er, 

And never follow falſe ambition more, 

|  __-* [Ex.amby, 


|| * | 
lu ESESTSESESTAS: 
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a 1 | ho! 
[| Enter Aquilina aud her Maid. I - 
1 5 N 
| | | ate 
* Karta mW 
; 


| Ell him Iam gone to bed: tell him Iam not 
4: home; tell hum I've better company with nen 
or any thing , tell him in ſhort I will not ſee hin be 
the eternal troubleſome vexatious fool: He's von 
company than an ignorant Phyſician . II n! 
diſturb'd at theſe unſeaſonable hours. 
Maid, But Madam! He's here already, juſt enter en 
the doors. 4 17 F4 
Aquil. Turn him out agen, you unneceſſary elo 
uſeleſs, giddy-brain'd aſs! If he will not he gone 
ſet the houſe a- fire and burn us both: 1'd rather ee 
à toad in my diſh, than that old hideous animal lp" 
my chamber to- night. 85 
* ter Antonio. | 
1 Anto. Nacky, Nacky , Nacky , .,. how doe 
18 Nacky ? Hurry durry. Tam come little Nach; H 
WA eleven a clock, a late hour; time in all conſciet 
if: to go to bed, Nacky,,, Nacky did I fay? Ay, * ile 
10 


ambo. 


not 
th me 
e him 
5 worlt 
| not d 


enter 


effary 
gone 
e mee 
mal! 


doſtd 
ey; 
11cienc 
Nach 
Ah 
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quilins » lina , lina , quilma , quilina , quilina , © 

quilind_» Naquilina , Naquilina, Acky , A 4 3 
Wacky , Nacty, Queen , Nacky... come let's to bed... 
you Fubbs , you Pugg you... you little puſs... Purree 

0229... 1 ama Senator, 

Aquil. You are fool, Iam ſure. 

Amo. May be ſo too, ſweer-heart. Never the 
yorſe Senator for all that. Come Nacky , Nacky , 
ets have a game atrump . Natky. 

Aquil. You would do well Signior to be trouble- 
ome here ny longer, but leave me to my ſelf, be 
ober and go home, Sir, 

Ant. Home, Madona ! 

Aquil. Ay, home, Sir. WhoamT ? 

Ant. Madona, as I take it you are my... you are., 
hou art my little Nicky Nacky... that's all! 

Aquil, 1 find you are reſolv'd to be troubleſome; 
nd ſo to make ſhort of the matter in few words, l 
ate you , deteſt you, loath you, I am weary of you; 
ck of you... hang you, you are an old, hilly, 

pertinent, impotent, ſollicitous, Coxcomb; 
my in your head, and lazy in your body, love 
obe medling with every thing, and if you had not 
oney, you are good for nothing. 

Ant. Good for nothing ! Hurry durry , I'll try 
ut preſently, Sixty one years old, and good for 
thing ; that's brave. [ To the Maid. |] Come 
ome come, Mrs. fiddle faddle, turn you out for a 
on go, turn out I ſay, it is our will and pleaſure 
dbe private ſome moments... out, out when you are 
too.. [ Puts her out, and locks the door. ) Good 
or nothing, you ſay. 

Aqui, Why what are you good for? 

Ant. In the firſt place, Madam, I am old, and 
nlequently very wiſe, very wiſe, Madona , d'ye 
ak that? In the ſecond place take notice, if you 
ale, that I am a Senator, and when | think fit can 
ae ſpeeches Madona. Hurry durry , 1 can make 

C3 A 
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a ſpeech in the Senate houſe now and then... wor! 
make your hair ſtand an end, Madona. © 
Aquil. What care | for — e in the denn 
houſe? If you would de ſilent here, I ſhould thy 
cu. ; * 
7 Ant. Why. I can make ſpeeches to thee thy, 
lovely Madona; for exemple... My cruel fair on; 
Takes out a purſe of gold, and at every pauſe ſhiny) 
nce it is my fate, that you ſhould with your de 
vant angry prove; tho late at night... I hope! 
not too late with this to gain reception for my love, 
There's for thee my little Nirły, Natky.., take i 
here take it.. | ſay take it, or l' throw it at you 
head... how now rebel! 

Aquil. Truly, my illuſtrions Senator , Im 
conte's your honour 18 at preſent molt profound 
eloquent indeed, | 

Ant. Very weil: Come, now let's fit downan 
think npon't a little... come, fit | ſay... fit down) 
me a little, my Nicky Nacky , ha... { Sits dn 
Hurry durry... good for nothing... 

Aqnil. No Sir; if you pleaſe I can know g 
diſtance and fland. | 

Ant. Stand: How, Narky up and I down! N 
then let me exclaim with the Poet, 

Shew me a caſe more pitiful ho can, 

A ſtanding woman , and a falling Man. 

Hurry durry... not fit down... ſee th ye Gods, 
You won't tit down ? 

eAquil. No, Sir. | 

Ant. Then look you now, ſuppoſe me a Bull, 
Baſan Bull , the Bull of Bulls, or any Bull, Th 
up | get and with my brows thus bent. , | broo, [! 
| broo, I bruo, I broo. You won't fit down v1 
you... Jbroo... 

{ Bellows like a Bull, and Arrves her aln 
Azuil. Well, Sir , | mnit endure this. No 


your She fits down.) Honour has been a Bull, h 
| whi 
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vou what beaſt will your Worſhip pleaſe to be next? 
Ant. Now I'll be a Senator agen, and thy lover, 
dere little Nicky Nacky 1 ¶ He ſits by her. | Ah toad , toad, 
toad, toad! ſpit in my tace alittle , Nacky. ſpit in 
| my tace prithee , ſpit in my face, never ſo little: 
0, ſpit but 2 little bir... ſpit, ſpit, ſpit, ſpit when you 
t ce ne bid I lay; do, prithee (pit... now, now, now 
ami pi; what you won't ſpit will you? Then 1'l) be a 


re dog. 
ode M Agiil. A dog, my Lord! 
bote. Ant. Ay a dog... and 11] give thee this Yother 
ade i parſe to let me be a dog... and uſe me like adoga 
at Jo late. Hurry durty ... I will ., here tis. 
Gives the pur ſe. 
| nl eil. Well, with all my heart. But let me 
found beſeech your Dogſhip to play your tricks over as faſt 
25 you can , that you may come to ſtinking the 
nu ſooner, and be turn'd out of doors as you deſerve. 
aun! Ant. Ay, ay, no matter for that... | He gets under 
i the le.] That ſhan't move me... Now , bough 
waugi waugh , bough waugh. Barks like a dog. 
ow it Aquil. Hold, hold, hold, Sir, I beſeech you: 
vat is t you do? If curs bite, they muſt be kickt, 
sr. Do you ſee, kickt thus. 

Ant. Ay with all my heart: do, kick, kick on, 
how [ am under the table, kick agen... hick harder. 
harder yet, bough waugh waugh, waugh, bough... 
odd, I'll have a ſnap at thy 1 bough waugh 
Waugh , waugh, bough... odd the kicks bravely... 

Aquil, Nay , then I'll go another way to work 

Bull. WW vim you: and I think here's an inſtrument fir for the 
purpoſe ! | Fetches a whip and a bell. } What hite 
o, | your Miſtreſs, firrah ! out, out of doors you dog, 
wn ito kennel and be hang'd... bite your Miſtreis by the 
legs , you rogue... [ She whips him. 
07 a Ant. Nay , prithee Nacky , now thou art too 
Nbg: Hurry durry , odd I'll be a dog no longer. 
„ ue. Nay , none of your fawning and grinning: 
Wil C4 But 
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hout hout, to kennel firrah! go. 


But be gene, or here's the diſcipline. What bit 
ur Miſtreſs by the legs you mungtil Out of door, 


Ant. This is very barbarous uſage, Nacky, ven 
barbarous: look you, I will not go... I will not fli 
from the door, that I reſolve.., hurry durry, whit 
ſhut me out ? [ She whips him ou, 

Aquil. Ay, and if you come here any more to 
night I'll have my Footmen lug you, you Cur: Whit 
bite your poor Miſtreſs Nacky , Sirrah ! 

Enter Maid. 

Maid. Heav'ns Madam! What's the matter? 
- He howls at the door like a dy, 

Aquil. Call my Footmen hither preſently. 

Enter two Footmen. 

Maid. They're here already Madam, the houſei 
all allarm'd with a ſtrange naife , that no body knoꝶ 
what to make of, " 

Aquil. Go all of you and turn that troubleſome We, 
beaſt in the next room out of my houſe. It I evil } 
ſee him within theſe walls again , without my leave 
for his admittance, you ſneaking rogues... I'll haye 
yon poyſon'd all, poyſon'd like rats: every corner 
ofthe houſe ſhall ſtink of one of you: Go , and lein 
hereafter to know my pleaſure. So now for my 
Pierre. | 

Thus when the Godlike Lover is diſpleas'd , 

We ſacrifice our Fool, and he's appeasd. | Exent, 


SCENE rhe Second. 


Enter Belvidera. 
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'M facrific'd! I'm ſold ! betray'd to ſhame: f 
Inevitable ruin has inclos'd me 
No ſooner was I to my bedrepair'd , d 


ouſe it 
knows 


eſome 
I ever 
leave 
| haye 
*orner 
1 learn 
Jr my 


xeunt, 


10 


ro weigh and, weeping , ponder my condition, 
but the old hoary wretch , to whoſe falſe care 


ly peace and honour was entruſted , came 
ke Tarquin , ghaſtly with infernal luſt. 


Dh thou Roman Lucrece | | —_ 
Thou could'ſt find friends to vindicate thy wrong, 
never had but one, and he's prov'd falſe ; 
ethat ſhould guard my virtue, has betray'd it; 
eftme! undone me! Oh that I could hate him 
here ſhall I go ! Oh whither, whither wander? 
See lr... 
af. Can Belvidera want a reſting place 
ben theſe poor arms are open to rece ve her? 
Dh tis in vain to ſtruggle with deſires 
trong as my love to thee ; for every moment 
m trom thy fight, the heart within my boſon 
ſoans like a tender infant in its cradle, | 
'hoſenurſe had left it. Come, and with the ſongs 
gentle love perſwade it to its peace. | 
lelv. I fear the ſtubborn wanderer will not own 
me, 
grown a rebel to be rul'd no longer ; 
corns the indulgent boſom that ſirſt jull'd it, 
nd like a diſobedient child, diſdains 
he ſoft authority of Belvidera. 
Ja. There was a time... 
del. Ves, yes there was a time, 
When Belvideras tears, her cries, and ſorrows, 
ere not deſpis'd; when if ſhe chanc'd to ſigh, 
r look but ſad; . there was indeed a time 
When Faffeir would have ta'en her in his arms, 
d her declining head upon his breaſt, 
nd never left her till he found the cauſe. 
let her now weep ſeas, 
till he rend the earth; ſigh till ſhe burſt 
er heart aſunder, ſtill he bears it all, 
Fatasthe wind, and as the rocks unſhaken. 
J Have been deaf? Am l that rock unmov'd 
I Againſt 
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Againft whoſe root, tears beat, and ſighs a 
In vain ? Have l beheld thy ſorrows ca 8 
Witnefs againſt me Heav'ns, have [ done this; 
Then bear me in a whirlwind back again, 
And let that angry dear one neꝰ er forgive me! 
Oh thou too raſhly cenſureſt my love! 
Could'ſt thou but think how | have ſpent this night 
Dark and alone, nopillow to my head, | 
Reſt in my eyes, norquiet in my heart, 
Thou would'ſt not Belvidera, ſure thou would 
Talk to me thus, but like a pitying angel 
Spreading thy wings, come ſettle on my hreaſt, 
And hatch warm comfort there, eier ſorrows fre 
It. 
Belv. Why, then poor mourner, in what ba 
corner ; 

Haſt thou been talking with that witch the night? 
On what cold ſtone haſt thou heen ſtretch'd along, 
Gathering the grumblitig winds about thy head, 
To mix with theirs the accents of thy woes? 
Oh now I find the cauſe my Love forſakes me 
I am no longer fit to bear a ſhare 
In his concernments: my weak female virtne 


Muſt not be truſted ; Tis too frail and tender, J. 
Jaff. Oh Portia ! Porcia! What a Sou! was thing Ze 
Relvid. That Percia was à woman; and will 

Brutus Ja 


Rig with the fate of Rome, (Heav'n guard thy (aftt 
Conceal'd from her the labours of his mind, 
She let him ſee her blood was greatas his, 
Flow'd from a ſpring as noble, and a heart 
Fit to partake his troubles, as his love; 
Fetch, fetch that dagger back, the dreadful dow 
Thou gav'ſt laſt night in parting with me; rike t 
Here to my heart; and as the blood flows from i 
Judge it if run not pure as Catos Daughters, 
Jaff. Thou art too good, and i indeed unwo 
Unwotthy ſo much virtue: teach me how 
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may deſerve ſuch matchleſs love as thine, ll 
1d (ee with what attention I' obey thee. | \| 
gelb. Do not deſpiſe me : that's the all la. | 
Jaf. Deſpiſe thee! Hear me... 1 
Belv. Oh thy charming tongue 1 
but too well acquainted with my weakneſs; ; (i 
knows, let jt name but love, my melting heart ll 
Diſclves within my breaſt ; til] with clos'd eyes | j 
l 


reelinto thy arms, andall's forgotten. 

aa. What ſhail ! do? 

Rely, Tell me! bejuſt , and tell me 
hy dwells that buſy cloud upon thy face: W 
Vhy am | made a ranger? Why that gh, | | 1 
nd not know the caute? Why when the world | 


zurapt in reſt, why chuſes then my love 
o wander up and down in hortid datkneſs, 


ght? oathing his bed, and theſe deſiting arms? nl 
long, ry are theſe eyes dloodſhot with tedious watching? 1 
ad, ry farts he now? And looks as if he wiſht 1 


1s fate were finiſht? Tell me, cate my fear; 


e! eſt when we next time meet, I want the power | 
[oſearch into the ſickneſs of my mind, N 5 

ne ita as wildly then as thou look 'I now. 

if, Jaf. Oh Belvidere \ | 


Lev. Why was I laſt night i 
deliver d to a villain ? | 1 
7 Hah, a villain! j 
Belv. Yes! to a villain / Why at ſuch an hour 
eets that aſſembly all made up of wretches 
hat look as hell had drawn em into league? 
yay, U in this hand, and in that a dagger, 
Vas deliver'd with ſuch dreadful ceremonies ? 1 
Toyou, Sirs, and your honour | bequeath her, 1 
And with her this: Whent'er I pro ve unworthy , | 
lou know the reſt ; then ſtrike it to her heart, 
why's that reſt conceal'd from me? Muſt [ 
ade the hoſtage of a helliſh truſt ? 
luck I know lam; that's all my value! 
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But by the love and loyality I owe thee, 
II free thee from the bondage of theſe ſlaves, 
Strait to the Senate, tell'em all I know, 
All that I think, all that my fears inform me! 
Jaff. Is this the Roman virtue! this the blood 
That boaſts its purity with Catos Daughter? 
Would ſhe have e'er betray'd her Brarus? 
Belv. | No: 
For Brutus truſted her: Wer't thou ſo kind, 
What would not Belvidera ſuffer for thee ? 

Faff. I (hall undo my ſelf, and tell thee all, 
Belv. Look not upon me as Iam a woman, 
But as a bone, thy wife, thy friend; who long 

Has has admiſſion to thy heart, and there 
Study'd the virtues of thy gallant nature; 

Thy conſtancy , thy courage, and thy truth, 
Have been my daily leſſon: Ihavelearnt'em, 
Am bold as thou, can ſuffer or deſpiſe 

The worſt of fates for thee ; and with thee ſhare'en 

Jaſſ. yt you divineſt powers! look down ut 
ear 


My prayers! inſtru me to reward this vertue: Wh: 
Yetthinkalittle, e'erthou tempt me further; by 
Think I've a tale to tell will ſhake thy nature, nt 
Melt all this boaſted conſtancy thou talk'ſt of Ix 
Into vile tears and deſpicable ſorrows: 

Then if thou fhould'ſt betray mne! ſe. 
Belv. | Shall I ſweuß e 
Jaff. No, do not ſwear: I would not violate oc 

Thy tender nature with ſo rude a bond: 340 

But as thou hop'ſt to ſee me live my days, th 

And love thee long , lock this withih thy breaſt; an 


I've bound my ſelt by all the ſtricteſt Sacraments, 
Divine and human... 4h 
Belv. Speak! | 
aff. To kill thy Father... 
Belv. My Father ! n 
Jaff. Nay the threats of the whole 9 
: d 
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bleed, my Belvidera : He amongſt us : 

bat ſpares his Father, Brother, or his Friend, 
damn d. How rich and beauteons will the face 8 
ruin look, when theſe wide fireets run blood; | 
and the glorious partners of my fortune | 
outing, and ſtriding o'er the proſtrate dead; 

to new waſte; whilſt thou, far off in ſafety 

ing, ſhalt ſee the wonders of our daring ; 

xd when night comes, with praiſe and love receive 


me. 
Belv. Oh! 
%f. Have a care, and ſhrink not even in thought? 
it thou do'ſt.. . | 
Belo, I know it, thou wilt kill me. 
o, ſtrixe thy ſword into this boſom : lay me 
d on the earth, and then thou wilt be ſafe. 
under my Father ! Tho his cruel nature 
perſecuted me to my m——_ : 
ven me to baſeſt wants; Can | behold him 


ure en 
n ih ſmiles of vengeance, butcher'd in his age? 
befacred fountain of my life deftroy'd ! 

ue: Nd canſt thou ſhed the blood that gave me being: 

r; ay , be a traitor too, and ſell thy country? 

7 ay great heart deſcend ſo vilely low, 

| Ix _ hir'd ſlaves, bravoes, and common ſtab- 
ers, | 


eſlitters, ally lurking villains! joyn 
| feat ith ſuch a crew, and take a ruffians wages, 
late M{ocutthe throats of wretches as they ſleep ? 
Jef, Thou wrong'ſt me, Belvidera! I've engag'd 
[th men of Souls, fit to re form the ills 
eaſt; Wil lmankind: There's not a heartamongſt them, 
ens, tout as death, yet honeſt as the nature 
Iman firſt made, ere fraud & vice were faſhlons. vl 
tv, What's he, to whoſe curſt hands laſt night | 
4 thou gav'ſt me? f 
8that well done? Oh! I could tell a ſtory 1 
le Seng rouze thy Lyon- heatt out of its den, [1 


955 An 4 
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#1 And make it rage wit; terrifying fury. 

| Jef Speak on 1 charge thee 1 

„ belw, Oh my love! ite; 

Thy. Belvideras peace deſerv'd thy care, 

Remove me trom this place: latt night , laſt night! 

1 Ja. Diſtact me not, but give me all the tru 

1 Belu. No ſooner wert thou gone, and J alone, 

Left in the power of that old ſon of miſchief; 

No ſoon er was [lain on my ſad bed, 

But that vile wretch approacht me; looſe, uthy 

ton'd 

Ready for violation: then my heart 

Throbb'd with us fears: oh how I wept and ſigb d, 

And (hrunk and trembled, wiſh'd in vain for him 

That ſhould protect me. Thou alas! wertgone, 
Jaff. Patience! ſweet Heav'n, till I make ve 


geance ſure. | 

Belv. He drew the hideous dagger foth th , 
ga v'ſt him, | 

And with upbraiding ſmiles he ſaid, behalg it, f 


This is the pledge of a falſe husbands love : 
And in my arins then preſt, and would have da 
he: "Ur Yer 
But with my cries I ſcar'd his coward heart , 
Till he withdrew ; aud mutter'd vows to hell. 
Theſe are thy Friends! with theſe thy life, !! 
honour, 
Thy love, all's ſtak'd, and all will go to ruin, 
7. No more. I charge thee keep this ſecretciu 
Clear 3 thy ſorrows, look as if thy wrongs 
Were all forgot, and treat him like a friend, 
As no complaint were made. No more; retire, in 
Retire my life , and doubt not of my honour ; " 
I't heal its failings , and deſerve thy love. 15 
Belv. Oh ſhould I part with thee, I fear thou n 
In anger leave me, and return no more, Wh; 
1 4af: Return no more! I woy'd nat live van, 
1 3 f 
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nother night to purchaſe the creation. 

lv. When (hall we meet again? 

707 Anon at twelve! 

|itcal my ſeif to thy expecting arms, 

ome like a travell'd dove, aud bring thee peace. 

lv. Indeed 

Uſ. By all our loves? 

Iv. Tis hard to pan: 

ut ſureno falſehood ever lookt ſo fairly. ; 

uewell, remember twelve. I Exit. Belvid. 
pF: Let Heav'n forget me 

hen | remember not thy truth, thy love. 

ow curſt is my condition, toſſ'd and juftl'd 

pom every corner; Fortunes common fool, 

hejeſt ot rogues, an inftrumental aſs 

ar villains to Jay loads of ſhame upon, 

drive about juſt for their eaſe and ſcorn, 


Emer Pierre. 
Pur. Jaſſair 
Jaff. Who calls! 


! if et 


night! 
truth, 
Cc, 


„ urby 


ſigb d. 
O him 
One, 

ake Ve 


1th tho 


it, Per. A Friend, that could have wiſh d 
a have found thee otherwiſe implay'd ; what , hunt 
Vece on the dull ſoil ! ſure a ttanch husband 
{all hounds is the dulleſt. Wilt thou never, 
10 ever he wean d from caudles and confections? 
ell. jo" ieminine tale haſt thou been liſtning to, 
ue, Munzig ſhirts; catarhs and tooth, ach, got 
i thin ſol d ſhoes ? Damnation] that a fellow 
uin. een to be a ſharer in the deſtruction 
geld whole people, ſhould ſncak thus in corners 
1 oeaſe his fulſom luſts, and fol his mind. 
8 Jaff. May not a Man thea trifle out an hour 
* ma kind woman, and not wrong his calling? 


f. Not in a cauſe like ours, 
1 . 


ye wilh 
A 


nadamn'd condition; for Ill tell thee, 
patcanker-worm call d Lerchery has touch'd it; 
Stlanted vilely: would'it thou thinkit, Renaulz, 


That 


hen Friend, our cauſe. 


. — 
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That mortify'd old wither'd Winter Rogue, 
Loves ſimple fornication like a Prieſt. 
found him out for watering at my wife. 
He viſited herlail night like a kind Guardian: 
Faith ſhe has ſome temptations , that's the truth 

Pier. He durit not wrong his truſt ! 

aff. was ſomething latet 
To take the freedom of a Ladies chamber. 

Pier. Was ſhe in bed? 

Taff. Yes, faith, in virgin ſheets 
White as her boſom, Pierre, diſht up neatiy, 
Might tempt a weaker appetite to taſte. 

Oh ho the old fox ſtunk | warrant thee, 
When the rank fit was on him. 

Pier. Patience guide me! 
He us d no violence? 

Jay. No, no! outon't, violence! 
Play'd with her neck; bruſh'd her with his ge 


beard , | 5 
Struggl'd and towz'd , tickl'd her till ſhe que; 
IN a little, | N 5 
May be, orſo... but not a jot of violence. oF 

Pier. Damn him. : | lej 


Jaff. Ay; ſo ſay I: buthuſh, no more ai 
All hitherto is well, and! believe | 
My (elf no Monſter yet: Tho no man knows nec 
What fate he's born to. Sure tis near the hour 
We all ſhould meet for our concluding orden: 
Will the Ambaſſador be here in perſon? 

Pier. No he has ſent commiſſion to that villain 
Renault to give the executing charge; 

I'd haye thee be a Man if poſſible, 

And keep thy temper ; for a brave revenge 

Ne'er comes too late. 1 
Taff. Fear not, Iam cool as patient 

Had he compleated my diſhonour, rather 

Than hazard the ſucceſs our hopes are ripe fot, 

I'd bear it all with mortifying virtue. 


og 


| ip 
e 
faf 
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Pier, 9 yonder coming this way through the 
H 


«thoughts ſeem full. 


aff. pPrithee retire EO me 
ith him alone: I'll put him to ſome tryal, 
ee how his rotten part will bear the touching. 
pier. Be care ful then. [Ex. Pierre. 
aff. Nay , never doubt, but truſt me. 
4 be a Devil! take a damning oath. 
or heading native blood! can there be fin 
n merci ful repentance? Oh this villain. 
Enter Renault. 


ten. Peryerſe! and peeviſh! what a Slave is Man 
Fo let his itching fleſh thus get the better of him 
):ſpatch the tool her husband... that were well. 

ho's there? 


74ff. A Man. 


Ren, My Friend, my near ally: 


The hoſtage of your faith , my beauteous charge, 
very well. 


Sir, „are you ſure of that? 


ff 
1 ſhe in perfect health? beats her pulſe even? 
either too hot nor cold? 

Ren. 


What means that queſtion ? 
Jaff. Oh, women have fantaſtick contitutions 
conſtant as their wiſhes, always wavering, 

ind never fixt : was it not boldly done 

renatfirſt ſight to truſt the thing Llov'd 


\ tempting treaſure too) with youth ſo fierce 
ind vigorous as thine? but thou art honeſt. 
Ren, Who dares accuſe me? 


f. Curſt be him that doubts 


[hy virtue, I havetry'dit, and declare, 


ere l to chuſe a Guardian of my honour, 


put it in thy keeping: for I know thee. 
Ren, Know me! 


aff. Ay, know thee : There $ no falſchood in 


thee. 


patiend 
ot 1 


. Thou 


= 
T 
. a N _ 0 1 
- = * — 
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Thou look i jut as thou irt: Let us embrace. 
Now would ſt thou cut my throat, or I cutthine? 
Ren. You dare not dot. 
7 .. You lye, Sir, 
Ren, How?! 


aff. No non 
7% Safe world, and muſt reform , that's al. 


Enter Spinoſa, Theodore, Fliot, Revellido, Dum 
Brainveil, and the res of the Con ſpiratori. 


en. Spinoſa , Thodors / 
BY. The fame: 
Ken. | You are welcon: 
Spin. You are trembling, Sir. 
Ren. Tis a cold night indeed, Iamaged, 
Full ofdecay and natural infirmities; 
We ſhall be warm, my Friends, I bogs to-morron, 
erre r4-ente 


wm] —) 5 A T2 


Pierre, Twas not well done; 40 ſnould i hl ;, 
ſtroakt him, | 5 

And not have gall'd him. Ar 
74 Damn him, jet him SN ir 


Heav'n yhere: am I? Beſet with curſed Fiends, Dr 
That wait to damn me! what a Devil's man, Ba 


When he forgets his nature... huſh my heart. & 
Rena. My Friends, tis late: are we aflembledd Na 
Where's Theodore? Af 
Theo. At hand. Th 
end. Spinoſa. [fp 
Spin 3 N Her . Ot 
Rena. Ir ain vil, "dc 0 
Brainv. I 'm ready a 
Rena. Dur 1 Brabe. Ge 
Dur. CTommandus; 
We are both prepar 'd! I 
Rena. Mezzana,, Reval ido, 


Ternon, Retreſi; oh you're men I find o, 
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pit to behold your fate, and meet her ſummons. 
To motro ws ri ſing Sun muſt ſec you all 
Deckt in your honours! are the Soldiers ready? 
Omnes. All 5 all. 
Rena. wm Durand, with your thouſand muſt 
oſſeſs 
dt. Marks you, Captain, know your charge already ; 
'Tistoſecute the Ducal Palace: you 
Brabe with a hundred more muſt gain the Secque. 
Withthe like number Brainveil to the Procural. 
Beall this done with the leaſt tumult poſſible , 
Tillin each place you poſt ſufficient Guards: 
Then ſheath your ſwords in every breaſt — meet. 
£4, Oh reverend cruelty: damn'd bloody Vil 
in! | 
Rena. During this execution, Darand, you 
Muſt in the midſt keep your Battalia faſt ; 
And Theodore be ſure to plant the Cannon 
That may command the ſtreets ; whilſt Revellide , 
Mezzana , Ternon, and Retro guard you. 
This done , we'll give the generalalarm , 
Apply petards , and force the Ars'nalgates; 
Then fire the City round in ſeveral places, 
Or with our Cannon (if it dare refiſt) 
bitter to ruin. But above all, I charge you 
Shed blood enough, ſpare neither ſex nor age, 
Name nor condition; if there live a Senator 
\fter-to-morrow, tho the dulleſt Rogue 
That e er ſaid nothing , we have loſt our ends. 
[fpoſlible, let's kill the very name 
Ot Senator, and bury it in blood. 
Jaff. Mercileſs , hortid Slave“ .. Ay blood 
enough! | 
ted blood enough, old Renalt: how thou charm'ſt 


me! 


Rena. on one thing more ,and then farewell till 
ate 


* 


on us again, or ſeparate us ever: 
D 2 Firſt, 


Quiet and ſatisfy'd, as Fools are always! 
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Firſt, = embrace. Heav'n knows who next (yt 
thus 
Wing ye together: but let's all remember 
We wear no common cauſe upon our ſwords: 
Let each man think that on his ſingle virtue 
Depends the good and fame of all the reſt; 
Eternal honour or perpetual infamy. 
Let us remember through what dreadful hazards 
Propitious fortune hitherto has led us: 
How often on the brink ot ſome diſcovery 
Have we ſtood tottering, yet ſtill kept our ground 
So well, the bufieſt Searchers ne'er could follow 
Thoſe ſubtle tracks which puzled all ſuſpicion, 
You droop, Sir. 
Jaßf. No: with moſt profound attention 
I've heard it all, and wonder at thy vertue. 
Rena. Tho there be yet few hours i twixt them ai 
ruin, 
Are not the Senate lull'd in full ſecurity , 


Never did ſo profound repoſe fore-run 
Calamity ſo great : Nay our good Fortune 
Has blinded the moſt piercing of Mankind , 
Strengthen'd the fearfulleſt, charm'd the moſt ful 
pectful. 
Confounded the moſt ſubtle: for we live, 
We live my Friends, and quickly ſhall our life 
Prove fatal to theſe Tyrants: Let's conſider 
That we deſtroy oppreffion, Avarice, 
A people nurs'd up equally with vices 
And loathſome luſts, which Nature moſt abhors, 
And ſuch as without ſhame ſhe cannot ſuffer. 
Jaff Oh Belvidera, take me to thy arms, 
And ſhew me where's my peace, forl have 12 5 
Ex. J 
Ren. Without the leaſt remorſe then let's reſolve 
With fire and ſword t'exterminate theſe Tyrants, 


And when we ſhall behold thoſe curſt Dribunss, 5 
| tuin 
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drain d by the tears and ſufferings ofthe innocent, 
Burning with flames, rather from Heav'n than our; 
The raging , furious , and unpitying Soldier 
pulling his reeking dagger from the boſoms 
Of gaſping wretches ; Death in every quarter, 
ith all that ſad diſorder can produce, 
o make a ſpectacle of horror; then, 
hen let us call to mind, my deareſt Friends, 
hat there is nothing pure upon the earth; 
hat the moſt valu'd things have moſt allays, 
nd that in change of all thoſe vile enormities, 
nder whoſe weight this wretched country labours , 
The means are only in our hands to crown them. 
Pur, And may thoſe Powers above that are pro- 
pitious 
To gallant minds, record this cauſe , and bleſs it. 

Ren, Thus happy, thus ſecure of all we wiſh for, 
hould there my Friends, be found amongſt us one 
aſe to this glorious entreprize , what fate, 
hat vengeance were enough for ſucha villain ? 

Eliot. Death here without repentance, Hell here- 
after, 

Ren, Let that be my lot, if as here I ſtand, 
ted by Fate amongſt her darling ſons, 
bo I had one only Brother, dear by all 
he ſtricteſt tyes of Nature; tho one hour 
d given us birth, one fortune fed our wants, 
ne only love, and that but of each other, 

Ilfll'd our minds: could I have ſuch a Friend 
n d in this cauſe, and had but ground to fear 
emeant foul play, may this right hand drop from 

me, 

d not hazard all my future peace, 
git da ſlab him to the heart before you. Who ? 

* 5 i ſo would do Jeſs > Would'ſt not thou Pierre the 


xt (hal 


oft ſuf 


ſol e fame: 
ts; Pr. You've ſingl'd me, Sir, out for this hard 
ls, queſtion , 


Stain « D ; As 
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As if twere ſtarted only for my ſake. 
Am l the thing you fear? Here, here's my boſon 
Search it with all your ſwords! Am I a Traitor? 
Ren. No: but | fear your late commended Frieny 
Is little leſs : come Sirs, tis now no tine 
To trifle with our ſafety. Where's this Faffir? 
Spin. He left the room juſt now in ſtrange diſorde 
Ren. Nay , there is danger in him: I obſery'dhia 
During the time I took for explanation, 
He was tranſported from moſt deep attention 
To a confuſion which he could not ſmother. 
His looks grew full of ſadneſs and ſurprize, 
All which betray'd a wav ring ſpirit in him, 
That labour'd with reluctancy and forrow, 
What's requiſite for ſatety , muſt he done 
With ſpeedy execution, he remains 
Yetin our power: l for my own part wear 
A dagger. | 
Pier, Well. 
Ren. And ] could wiſh it! 
Pier. Where? 
Ren. Bury'd in his heart. | 
Pier, Away ! we're yet all Friends; 
No more of this, *twill breed ill blood amongſt u 
Spin. Let us all draw our ſwords, and ſearch} 
houſe, | 
Pull him from the dark hole where he fits brooding 
O'er * cold fears, and each man kill his ho | 
im. h100 
Pier. Who talks of killing? Who's he'll ſhed th 
That's dear to me1istyou or you? or you, Sit! 
What, not one ſpeak } How you ſtand gaping all 
On your grave Oracle, your wooden God there; 
Yet not a word: Then Sir, I'll tell y'a ſecret: 
Suſpicion's but at beſt a cowards virtue! [Tol 
Ren, A coward... Handles his ſun 
Pier. Put, put upthy ſword , old ma, r 
Thy hand ſhakes at it; come let's heal this breach 


T7 = 


r? 
order 


v'd hin 
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am too hot: we yet may all live Friends. 
Hin. Till we are ſafe , our friendſhip cannot be ſo. 
Pier. Again: Who's that? * 


Hin. Twas J. 

Theo. | And I. 

Revel, And. 
Eliot. And all. 

Ren. Who are on my fide? 

Hin. 8 Every honeſt ſword, 


Let's die like men, and not be ſold like ſlaves. 

Pier, One ſuch word more, by Heav'n I'll to the 
Andhang ye all like Dogs, in clufters. [Senate, 
Why peep your coward ſwords half our their ſhels ? 
Why do you not all brandiſh them like mine} 
You fear to die, and yet dare talk of killing. 

Ren. Goto the Senate and betray us; Haſte , 
Secure thy wretched life; we fear to die 
Leſs than thou dar'tbehoneft, © | 
Pier, That's rank falſehood. 
fer ſt not thou Death? Fy , there's a knaviſh itch 
l that ſalt blood, an utter foe to ſmatrting. 
Had Jaffeirs wife prov'd kind, he'd ſtill been true. 
Faugh... How that ſtinks! r 
Thou dye! Thou kilt my Friend, or thou, or tho, 
Orthou , with that lean wither'd wretched face! 
Away, diſperſe all to your ſeveral charges, 

And meet to-morrow where your honour calls you ; 
Ill bring that man, whoſe blood you ſo muchthirtt 
And you ſhall ſee him venture for you fairly... [for, 


N o 
* 


Hence, hence, I ſay. [ Ex. Renault angrily. 
Spmoſa, | fear we've been to blame, and done too 
much. hin we [lov'd. 


Theo, Twas too far urg'd againſt the Man you 
Rev. Here, take our ſwords, and cruſhthem with 
your feet. 
Sin. Forgive us, gallant Friend. 
Pier, | Nay , now y have found 
Ide way to melt, and eaſt 3 as you will! bs 
4 Il. 


3 VENICE 


I'll fetch this Friend, and give him to your mercy} 
Nay he ſhall die, if you wil take him from me. 
For your repoſe, I'll quit my hearts beſt jewel; 
But would not have him torn away by villains 
And ſpiteful villany. 

0 Spin. . No; may you both 

For ever live, and fill the world with fame! 

| Pier. Now Foun too kind. Whence roſe all thi 

| 


* diſcor : - 
ww Oh what a dangerous precipice have we ſcap'd! 
1 How near a fall was all we'd Jang been building! 
* What an eternal blot had ſtain'd our glories ! 


* If one, the braveſt, and the heſt ot men 

Had fall'n a ſacrifice to raſhſuſpicion ! | 

i Butcher'd by thoſe , whoſe cauſe he came to cher 

1 Oh could you know him all as I have known him, 
14 How good he is, how juſt, how true, how brave, 

110 You would not leave this place till you had ſeen hin 
; Humbled yaurſelves before him, kils'd his feet, 

And gain'd remiſſion for the work of follics. 


Come but to-morrow all your doubts ſpall end, | * \ al 
1: nd to your loves me better recommend, \,, 
| hat I ve preſerv d your fame , and ſav'd my Friend. ) 

| 2. 7 lex. omg 


: | | 194 1 3 
eee e h 


1 * 


| Enter Jafleir and Belvidera. 


x Jafferr. 
t. Here do'ſt thou lead me? Every ſtep I more, 
4 Methinks I tread upon ſome mangled limb k 


PL, 
— 
— — 
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fa rack'd Friend: Oh my dear charming ruin! 
ere are we wandring ? 

Belv. To eternal honour; 

odo a deed ſhall chronicle thy name, 

\mong the glorious Legends of thoſe few 

That have ſav'd ſinking Nations: Thy renown 

Hall be the future ſong of all the Virgins, 

Who by thy piety have been preſerv'd 

rom horrid violation: Every ſtreet 

hall be adorn'd with Statues to thy honour, 

nd at thy feet this great inſcription written, 
member him that propt the fall of Venice. 

Jaf. Rather, remember him, who atter all 
heſacred bonds of Oaths and holier friendſhip, 
fond compaſſion to a Womans tears th 
orgot his manhood , virtue, truth, and honour, 
oſacrifice the boſom that reliev'd him. | 

| ng thou damn me ? 


n 


5 Oh inconſtant man! 

on will you promiſe? How will you deceive ? 

Jo, return back, re place me in my bondage; 

ell all thy Friends how dangerouſly thou leav'ſt me; 
dd let thy Dagger do its bloody office. 

Pathat kind Dagger, Jaſfeir, how 'twill look. 


_ (['hilts! 
hilt theſe poor dying eyes ſhall with their tears 
o more torment thee ; then thou wilt be free. 
ik tou think'ſt jt nobler, let me live 

Il m victim to the hateful luſt 
ithatinfernal Devil, that old Fiend 
at's damn'd himſelf, and wou'd undo mankind. 
Uinight, my Love! 

if, 


Name, name itnotagain ; 
news a beaſtly image to my fancy. 
wake me into madneſs. Oh the villain! 


nove, ¶ u durſt approach ſuch purity asthine. 
limb eerms fo vile: Deſtruction, ſwift delirnRion 
0 Ds Fall 


ruck through my heart ! drench'd in my bloo to 
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Think thou ſeeꝰſt this, and then conſult thy heat, 
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Fall on my coward head, and make my name 
The common ſcorn of fools , if I forgive him. 
IfI forgive him ! if I rot revenge 
With utmoſt rage, and moſt unſtaying fury, 
Thy ſuffering, thou dear darling of my life. 
Belv, Delay no longer then, but to the Senate; 
And tell the diſmal'ſt Story e' er was utter'd; 
Tell em what bloodſhed, rapines , deſolations, 
Have been prepar'd ; how near's the fatal hour! 
Save thy poor country, ſave the reverend blood 
Of all its Nobles, which to-morrows dawn 
Muſt elſe ſee ſhed; Save the poor tenderlives 
Ofail thoſe little Intants, which the ſwords 
Of Murtherers are whetting for this moment; 
Think thou already hear'ſ their dying ſcreams, 
Think that thou ſee'ſt their ſad diſtracted Mathers 
Kneeling before thy feet, and begging pity , 
With torn diſhevel'd hair, and ſtreamin eyes, he 
Their naked mangled breaſts beſmear'd with blood 
And even the milk with which their fondled babe 
Softly they huſh'd , dropping in anguiſh from em. 


Jaff. Oh! a 

Belv. Think too, if thou loſe this preſent minute 
What miſeries the next day brings upon thee. 
Imagine all the horrors of that 4 
Murther and rapine, waſte and deſolation, 


Con fus'dly ranging. Think what then may prove 0 
My lot i the raviſher may then come fate ; Bel 
And'midſtthe terror of the publick ruin Ja 
Do a damn'd deed ; perhaps too lay a train JH. 


May catch thy life ; then where will he revenge, 
The dear m— that's due to ſuch z wrong? 
Jaff. By all Heavn's powers, nn | 


dwells in thee, 112. 
For every word thou ſpeak'ſt ſtrikes throup 
Like a new light, and ſhews it how't has wander 
Juſt what th' haſt made me, take me, Belridua, 


d lead me to the place where I'm ro ſay ö 
his bitter leſſon: where I muſt betray 
y truth, my virtue, conſtancy and friends. 
{at | betray my friends! Ah take me quickly , 
ecureme well be fare that thought's rene wd; 
[relapſe once more, all's loſt for ever, © 
Belv, Haſt thou a friend more dear than Belwidera ? 
aff No; thou' rt my ſoul it ſelt, wealth, friend - 
ſhip, honour, 
lpreſent joys, and earneſt of all future, 
e ſumm d in thee; mgthinks when in thy arms 
husleaning on thy breaſt , ong minute's more 
Than along thouſand years of vulgar hours. 
Why was ſuch happinefs not given me pure! 
Why daſh'd with cruel wrongs, and bitter wantings ? 
ome, lead me forward now like a tame lamb 
Lo ſacrifice. Thus in his fatal garlands , 
heck fine , & pleas'd , the wanton tips e plays, 
rots by th* enticing, flattering Prieſteſs ſide 
nd much tranſported with hs littly 2 
gets his dear Companions of the plain; 
her bound , he's on the altar lain , 
« then too hardly blzats , ſuch pleaſure's in the pain. 


Enter Officer and ſix Guards. 


Oficer, Stand, who goes there? 
bly, Friends. 
Jaff. Friends, Belvidera! hide me from my friends. 
 Wſficav'n, I'd rather fee the face of Hell, 
nge, N lan meet the man I love. 
1 . But what friends are you? 
tick u J. Friends to the Senate and the State of Venice. 
. My ordres are to ſeize on all | find 
aas late hour, and bring'em to the Council, 
ander do now are ſitting. 
ara, . Sir, you hill be obe y'd. 
Hold, 
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60 VENICE 
Hold, Brutes, ſtand off, none of your paws upon ty 


Now thelot's caft , and Fate do what thou wilt, 
[ Exennt guarl 


SCENE the Senate-Houſe: 


Where appear fittins, the Dake of Venice | 
Priuli, Antonio, and eight other Senator; 


Dorn. 


Niony. Priuli, Senators of Venice, 
Speak; why are we aſſembled here this night 
hat have you to inform us of, concerns 
The State of Venice* honour , or its ſafety ? 
Priu. Could words expreſs the ſtory I've to tt 
ou, 
We theſe tears were uſeleſs, theſe ſad tears Mon 
That fall from my old eyes, but there is cauſe 
We all ſhould weep, tear off theſe purple robes, 
And wrap our ſelves in ſackcloth, fitting down 
On the ſad earth, and cry aloud to Heav'n. 


Heav'n knows if yet there be an hour to come 

E'er Venice be no more, oO 
<All Senators. How ! all 
Prius. Nay , weſtand fr 


Upon the very brink of gaping ruin, 
Within this City's form'd a dark Conſpiracy, 
To maſlacre us all, our wives and children, 
Kindred and friends; our palaces and temples 
Ta lay in aſhes : nay , the hourtoo, fixt; ehir 
The ſwords, for ought I know, drawn cen 
moment, | 
And the wild waſte begun. From unknown hand 
I had this warning: but if we are men 
Let's not be tamely butcherd , but do ſomething 
That may inform the world in after ag $, 


ur virtue was not 3 F Ss we were; 
1, nat. Let's raiſe the City. 
[4 Noiſe wis hour. 


Enter Officer and Guard. 


pri. Speak there, what diſturbance? 
oficer, Two Priſoners have the Guard ſeiz'd in the 
ſtreets, 

ſhoſay , they come to inform this reverend Senate 
out the preſent danger. 


Enter Jaffeir and Belvidera guarded. 


4. Give em entrance. 
el, who are you? 

Taff. A villain. 
An 


** Short and pithy. 
e to He man ſpeaks well. 
. Would every man that hears me 


oda deal ſo honeſtly, and own his title. 


bars 


iſe ute, 'Tis rumor'd, that a plot has been contriy'd 
bes Mhiinſtthis State; that you have a ſhare in't too. 
wn ou are a villain , to redeem your honour, 
old the truth, and be reſtor'd with mercy. 
ne a. Think not that I to ſave my life come hither; 
ow its value better; but in pity 
al] thoſe wretches , whoſe unhappy dooms 
nd xt and ſeal'd. You ſee me here before you, 
eſworn, and covenanted foe of nice. 
C ue me as my dealings may deſerve; 
7 may proyea friend. | 
les ite. The Slave capitulates. 
edim the tortures. 
e en. T bat your dare not do, 
feats won't let you, nor the longing itch 
n hand era Story which you dread the truth of. 
To lt, which the fear of ſmart ſhall ne'er get from 
me, 


ud are ſcar'd with thre atnings: Boys are * 
nto 
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Into confeſſions: but a ſteady mind 
Acts of it ſelf, ne'er asks the body counſel, 
Give him the tottures | Name but ſuch a thing 
Again, by Heav'n I'll ſhut theſe lips for ever, 
Not all your racks, your engines, or your wheel; 
Shall force groan away... that you may gueſs at. 
Anto. Abloody-minded fellow this, {ll want 
A damn'd bloody-minded fellow. 

Duke. Name your — ; 

Jay or my ſelf full pardon, 
Bendl the lives of two and twenty friends 

| [ Delivers al 

Whoſe names are here enroll'd: Nay , let u 
crimes | 

Re ne'er ſo monſtrous, I muſt have the oaths 

And ſacred promiſe of this reverend Council, 

That in a full aſſembly ofthe Senare 

The thing | ask be ratify'd. Swear this, 

And l' unfold the ſecrets of your danger. 

All, We'll ſwear. | 

Duke. Propoſe the Oath. 

Taff. By all the hopt 
Ye have of peace and happineſs hereafter, 
Swear. 

All. We all ſwear. 

Taff. To grant me what I'veask' 
Yeſwear. 

All. We ſwear. | 

Jaff. And as ye keep the Oath, 
May you and your poſterity be bleſt , 

Or curſt forever. | 
All. Elſe be curſt for ever: | 
Z. Then here's the liſt, and with't ) B 
the full diſcloſe | pas 
Of all that threatens you. Now Fate j #4 
thou haſt caught me. 
Arto. Why, what a dreadful catalogue 0! 
BS kk 
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[warrant you not one of theſe fellows but has 3 
face like a Lion. 

ure not ſo much as read their names over. 
pute. Give order that all diligent ſearch be made 
oſeizetheſe men; their characters are publick , 

he paper intimates their rendez-vous 

obe at th*houſe of a fam'd'Greczan Curtezan , 

Id Afullina; ſee that place ſecur'd. 

46. What my Nicky Nacky, Hurry, Durry 5 
icky Nacky in the plot... 1H make a ſpeech. 
oft noble Senators. 

hat lieadlong apprehenſions drive you on, 

zut noble. wiſe , and truly ſolid Senators, 

0 violate the laws and right of Nations? 

ut Lady is a Lady of renown, 

jstrue, ſhe holds a houſe of fair reception, 

d tho I ſay't my ſelf, as many more 

nfayas well as I. | 

1, Senat. My Lord , long ſpeeches 

re frivolous here, when dangers are ſo year us; 
eallwell know your interef in that Lady; 

te world talks loud on't. 

Anto, Verily I have done; 


Dute. But ſince he has declar'd 

nſelf concern'd , pray, Captain, take great 
caution 

o heat the falr. one as becomes her character, 

let her bed chamber be ſearch d with decency. 

u, Jaffelr, muſt with patience bear till morning, 

de our Priſoner, 

[f. Would the chains of death 


bound me faſt e' er Thadkyown this minute. 
da lone a deed will make my Story hereafter 
e itedin comperitfon Witt n r 


hiſtory of my wickedneſs ſhal run 
wn rough the don traditrons of the yitlgar , 
Ybe tatighttotell the tale of — 


Det, 
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Dur. Captain withdraw your Priſoner, 
aff. Sir, if poſſible, 
Lead my where my, own thoughts themſelves n; 
loſe me; bb 
Where | may doꝛe out what I've left of life, 
Forget my ſelf and this days guilt and falſchood, 
Cruel remembrance , how ſhall I appeaſe thee! 


; art 
5 Noiſe without. g 
More Traitors ; room, room, make room there, 
Duke. How's this, Guards? 
Where are our Guards? ſhut up the gates, thetr: 
ſon's already at our doors. 


Enter Officer. 


Offic. My Lords, more Traitors: 
Se izꝰd in the very act of conſultation ; 5 
Furniſht with arms and inſtruments of miſchitf. 
Bring in the Priſoners. 


Enter Pierre, Renault „Theodore, Eliot, Revelli 
and other Conſpirators, in fetters, guarded. 


Pier. _ You, my Lords and Father, 
Ius you are pleas'd to call your ſelves,) of Venia; 
If you fit here to guide the courſe of Juſtice, 
Why theſe diſgracefull chains upon the limbs 
That have ſo often labour'd in your ſervice? 
Are theſe the wreaths of triumphs ye beſtow 
On thoſe that bring you conqueſts home, ind 
ROWS? 7...) | 
Duke. Go on, you ſhall be heard, Sir, 
Ant. And be hang'd too, I hope. 
Pier. Are theſe the trophies I've deſerv'd 
fighting | 
Your battels with confederated powers? 
When winds and ſeas conſpir d to overthrow y0! 


4 
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and brought the fleets of Spain to your own har- 
bours : - 
Vhen you, great Duke, ſhrunk, trembling in your 
ace, 
And * your wife, the Adriaticł, plough'd 
e a lewd whore by bolder prows than yours, 
rept not! forth, and taught your looſe Venerians , 
Tue task of honour , and the way to greatnels ! 
1is'd your from your capitulating fears, 
0 ſlipulate the terms of ſu'd-for peace? 
ad this my recompence ? If I'm a Traitor, 
doduce my charge: or ſhew the wretch that's baſe 
enough 
nd brave enough to tell me I'm a Traitor. 
Duke, Know you one Fafferr ? 
All the Conſpirators murmur. 
Pier, Ves, and know his virtue. 
s juſtice , truth, his general worth and ſufferings 
om a hard Father taught me firſt to love him. 
Duke, See him brought forth. 


file, 
yes m 


00d, 
e 
guard 
. 


the ur 


Enter Jaffeit guarded. 


pier. My friend too bound ! Nay then 
Dur fate has conquer'd us, and we muſt fall. 


allen, V ny droops the man whoſe welfare's ſo much mine 
40 key're but one thing? Theſe reverend tyrants, 
' afferr , | 
bs ll us Ar kron : Art thou one, my brother? 
2 Jaff. To thee I am the falſeſt , verieſt ſlave 
* reer betray'd a generous , truſting friend, 
e, Mi gave up honour to be ſure of ruin: 
I! our fair hopes which morning was to have 
crown'd, 
is curit tongue o erthrown. 
ſerv d rr. So, then all's over: 


mice has loſt her freedom, I my life; 
_ nore; farewell. 
ow Jol E Dake, 
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Duke. | Say; will you make 
Of your vile deeds, and truſt the — | 
Pier. Curſt be your Senate: Curſt your cog 
tion : 
The curſe of growing factions and divifion 
Still vex your Councils, ſhake your publick ſafety 
And make the rebes of government you wear, © 
Hateful to you, as theſe baſe chains to me. ö 
Dube. Pardon, or deathß? 
Pier. Death, honourable death, 
Rena. Death's the beſt thing we ask, or you ( 
give. 
All Conſpir. No ſhameful bonds, but honour: 
death. 
Duke. Break up the Council: Captain, guardy( 
priſoners. 
Jaffeir, y'are free, but theſe muſt wait for ju 
ment. f Ex. all the Sen 
Pier. Come, where's my dungeon? lead ne 
my ſtraw : 
It will not be the firſt time I've lodg'd hard, 
To do your Senate fervice. 
FHaſf. Hold one moment. 
Lier. Who's he diſputes the judgment of the Sen: 
Preſumptuous rebel... on... Strikes. 
aff By Heav'n you lirndt 
muſt be heard, I muſthave le ave to ſpeaks 
18 Thauhaſt diſgrac'd me, Pierre, by a vile blow: 
| Had not a dagger done thee nobler juſtice ? 
I But uſe me as thou wilt, thou canit not wrong me 
For lam fan beneath the baſeſt injuries; 
vet look upon me with an eye of mercy, 
11 With pity zn 4 with charity behold me; 
14 Shut not thy heart againſt a friends repentance, . 
TY But as there dwells a God-like nature in thee, 5 
1.4 Liſten with miltdneſs to my ſupplications. 
414 Pisr. what whining Monk art thou? What . 
1.7 cheat | 1 | 
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— it wond ' eneroach upon my credulous ears, 
Ir co f id ca: tl thus vilely 2 Hence! Iknow thee not, 
ug {nbc and de naſty : leave me, Hypocrite, 
af. Not know me, Pierre! 
k Ne 7 No, knowthee not: what art thou ? 
car, % Jaffeir , thy Friend, thy once lov'd, valu'd 


Friend , 
0 no deferv*'dly ſcorn'd , and us'd moſt hardly. 
pier, Thou Jaffeir! thou my once lov'd, valu'd 
Friend! 
(Heavens thou ly'ſt; the man ſo call'd, my Friend, 
[15generous , honeft , faithful, juſt and valiant, 
oble in mind, and in his perſon lovely, 
eit to my eyes and tender to my heart: 
it thou , a wretched, baſe, falſe, worthleſs 
coward, 
or, even in foul, and loathſome in thy aſpect: 
eyes muſt ſhun thee, and all hearts deteſt thee. 
thee avoid, nor longer Cling thus round me, 
le ſomething baneſul, that my nature's chill'd at. 
Jaf. 1 have not wrong'd thee, by theſe tears 1 
have not; 


ent. | 
the den ih am honelt , true, and hope too, valiant; 
niken y mind ſtill full of thee , therefore ſtill noble. 

u flir vol thy eyes then ſhun me, nor thy heart 


telt me utterly: Oh look upon me, 


* wok back and fee my ſad ſincere ſubmiſſion 
3 vw my heart ſwells, as eveu 'twould burſt my 
ong me boſom, 
ind of its gaol, and labouring to beat thee ! 
at ſhall I do ! What ſay to make thee hear me? 
Jur. Haſt thou not wrong'd me? Dar'ſt thou call 
— thy ſelf, | 
— fer that once lov'd, valu'd Friend of mine, 
wear thou haſt not wrong d me? Whence theſe 
What h chains? 


tence the vile death which I may meet this mo- 


ment? 
E 2 Whence 
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Whence this dishonour, but from thee, thou fi 
one ? 
Faff. . . . All's true, yet grant one thing, 4 
| I've done asking. 
Pier, What's that ? 
Jaßf. To take thy life on ſuch conditions 
The Council have propos'd : thou and thy Friends 
May yet live long, and to he better treated, 
Pier. Life! ask my life! Confeſs! Record my ſel 
A villain, for the privilege to breathe, 
And carry up and down this curſed city 
A dicontended and repining ſpirit, 
Burrnenſome to it ſelf, a few years longer, 
To loſe, it may be, at laſt in a lewd quarrel 
For ſome new Friend, treacherous and falſe as tho 
art ! 
No, this vile World and I have long been jangling, 
And cannot part on better terms than now, 
When only men like thee are fit to live in't. 
Jaff. By all that's juſt. . 
Pier. Spwear by ſome other Power, 
N For thou haſt broke that ſacred Oath too lately. 
1 af. Then by that Hell l merit, I'M not leave 
" Till to thy felt atleaſt, thou'rt reconciled; 
1 tlowever thy reſentments deal with me. 
M | Pier, Not lea ve me! 
1 Taff. No; Thou ſhalt not force me from the 
| Ute mereproachtully , and like a ſlave; 
x 'Fread on me, buffet me, heap wrongs on wrongs 
+38 On my poor head; II bear it all with patience, 
| Shall weary out thy moſt unfriendly cruelty : 
3 ie at thy teet and kiſs' em, tho they ſpurn me, 
Till, wounded by my ſufferings, thou relent, 
And raiſe me to thy arms with dear forgiveuel, 
J Pier, Art thou not... 
[i Faff. What? 
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Pier. A Traitor? 
Jaft. Les. 
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ou or. A villain? 


Jaff. Granted. | 

Pier. Acoward, a moſt ſcandalous coward, 

diritleſs, void of honour , one who has ſold 

by everlaſting fame for ſhameleſs life? 

J. All, all, and more, much more: my faults 
are numberleſs. 

der. And would'ſt thou have me live on terms like 
thine ? 

e as thou'rt falſe... 

52 No, 'tis to me that's granted. 

e lafety of thy life was all aim'd at, 

recompence for faith and truſt ſo broken. 

Pier, 1 ſcorn jt more becauſe preſerv'd by thee : 

das when firſt my fooliſh heart took pity 

thy misfortunes , ſought thee in thy miſeries, 


8, a 
tions 
ends 


my (elf 


e 45 tho 


Igling, 


lev'dthy wants, and rais'd thee from that ſtate 
wretchedneſs in which thy fate had plung'd thee, 


rank thee in my liſt of noble friends; 


teceiv'd in ſurety for thy truth, 


 owers e unregarded oaths; and this, this dagger, 
ely. en with a worthleſs pledge, thou ſince haſt ſtoln: 
eave ie ieliore it back to thee again; 
ering by all thoſe Powers which thou haſt vio- 
lated, | 
er from this curs'd hour to hold communion, 
rom their or intereſt with thee, though our years 
e to exceed thoſe limited the world. 
wrong e it... farewell... for now l owe thee nothing. 
2nCC 1 if. Say thou wilt live then. | 
y: er, For my life, diſpoſe it 
me, 5thon wilt, becauſe 'tis what I'm tir'd with. 
nt, af. Oh, Pierre! 
nels, tr, No more, 
af, My eyes, won't loſe the fight of thee, 
anguiſh after ihine, and ake with gazing. 
ur. Leave me... Nay, then thus, thus | throw 
thee f om me. : 
Pi 1 3 And 
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And curſes great as is thy falſehood catch thee, 
af. Amen! He's gone, my Father, Prien 
preſerver, 
And here's the only portion he has left me. 
[Holds the dan 
This Jagger, well remembred , with this dagger 
gave a ſolemn vow of dire importance; 
Parted with this and Belvidere together. 
Have a care, mem'ry, drive that thought no fine 
No, I'll eſteem it as a friend's laſt legacy, 
Troaſure it up within this wretched boſom, 
Where it may grow acquainted with my heart, 
That when they meet, they ſtart not from er 
other. 
So; now for thinking: A blow, call'd trait 
villain, 1 
Coward , dishonorable coward , fough! 
Oh for a long ſound ſleep, and ſo forget it! 
Down, buſie Devil... 
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Enter Belvidera. | 
10 | 
ih Belw. Whither ſhall I ſly 2 | 
5 Where hide me and my miſeries together? : 
19 Where's now the Roman conſlaney | boalked? 
* 'h Sunk into trembling fears and deiperation : 


| 
[ | Not daring to look up to that dear face 
1 Which us'd to ſmile even on my faults ; but down 


n 
„ 


Bending theſe miſerable eyes to earth, 


then, 
Creep wit ha remnant ofthat ſirength th have: 
Before the footſtool of that Heav'n th' ha ve inn 
Oh Belvidera ! I'm the wretched'ſt creature / 


1 | 
15 Muſt move in penance, and implore much met 
1 | Jaff. 3 kind Heav'n has ſurely endless e 
it Hoarded tor thee of bleſſings yet untaſted; U 
1 Let wretches loaded hard with guilt as | am, 
1 Bow with the weight, and groan beneath the 
; 
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er crawl'd on earth: now ifthou'ft virtue, help me, 


ee. 
Preite me to thy arms, and ſpeak the words of peace 
To my divided ſoul , that wars within me, 
nd raiſes every ſenſe to my confuſion, 
dare Heavn I'm tottering on the very brink 
aver peace, and thou art all the hold I've left. 
Belv. Alas 1 I know thy ſorrows are moſt mighiy; 
now th' haſt cauſe to mourn; to mourn, my Faffeir, 
0 finde im endleſs cr.es, and never ceaſing wailings , 
Th haſt loſt. | 
: 27 Oh ] have loſt what can't be counted; | 
eart, ly Friend too, Belvidera, that dear Friend, 
rom echo, next to thee , was all my health rejoic'din, 
is us d me like a ſlave ; ſhametully us'd me; 
'] trail would break thy pitying heart to hear the ſtory. 
hat ſhalll do? Reſent ment, indignation, 
je; piry „fear, and mem'ry how I've wrong'd 
1 im, 
tract my quiet with the very thought on't, 
Ind tear my heart to pieces in my boſom. 
Bilv. What has he done? 
Jaff, Thou'dſt hate me, ſhould I tell thee, 
7 7 Belv. Why ? 
2 Jaf. Oh he has us'd me ! yet by Heav'n I bearit; 
ed! e has us'd me, Belvidera; but firit ſwear 
* hat when I've told thee, thou wilt not loathe me 
utterly, 


at down do vilelt blots and ſtains appear upon me; 
ut ſtill at leaſt with charitable goodneſs , 
ch mei near me in the pangs of my affliction ; 
adle!s et (corn me, Belvidera , as he has done. 
1 bv, Have | then e'er been falſe, that now I'm 
am, doubred ? 
ath the Heak, what's the cauſe I'm grown into diſtruſt ? 
y thought unfit to hear my Loves complaining ? 
have let 7 Oh! 
ave1inju bet, Tellme. 
re J. Bear my f4ilings for they're many , | 
E 4 Ou 


— 
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Oh my dear angel! In that Friend I've loſt 

All my ſouls peace for every thought ofhim 
Strikes my ſenſe hard, and deads it in my brains; 
Would'it thou believe it? 


” * 
_ e PIE * 2 " — 
— — > 


li Bel v. . Speak, 
| 3 Before we parted, 
ö { F'er yet his Guards had led himto his priſon, 
'# Full of ſevereſt ſorrows for his ſufferings , 
| With eyes o'erflowing , and a bleeding heart, 


Humbling my ſelt almoſt beneath my nature; 

As at his feet | kneel'd, and ſu'd for mercy ; 

| Forgetting all our friendſhip, allthe dearneſs 
In which we've liv'd ſo many yearstogether, 

i With a reproachful hand he daſh'd a blow: 

i He ſtruck me, Belvidera, by Heav'n ſtruck me, 

q Buffeted, call'd me traitor , villain , coward, 

109 Am Ja coward? Am Ia villain? Tell me: 


1 Th'art the beſt judge, and mad'ſt me, if I am ſo. 
wy | Damnation; coward! ' 
118 Belv. Oh forgive him, Jaſſeir. 
Th And if his ſufferings wound thy heart already, 
0 What will they do to-morrow ? 
7a. Hah! 
Belv. To- morrow, 


When thou ſhalt ſee him ſtretch'd in all the agonic 
Of a tormenting and a ſhametul death; 

His bleeding bowels and his broken limbs, 
Inſulted o'er by a vile butchering villain ; 

Whzt will thy heart do then? Ob ſure 'twil] ſtream 
Like my eyes now. 

Jaff. What means thy dreadfull ſtory? 
Death, and to-morrow ? Broken limbs and bowels! 
Inſulted v'er by a vile butchering villain ? 

By all my fears I ſhall ſtart out to madneſs, 
With barely gueſſing, if the truth's hid longer. 
Belv. The faithleſs Senators, tis they've decree 
it; | 
They ſay, according to our Friends req ueſt, 
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Fhev ſhall have death, and not ignoble bondage: 
«care their promis'd mercy all as forfeited: 

ile to their oaths , and deaf to interceſſion : 

Varrants are paſo'd for publick death to-morrow, 
4f. Death! doom'd to die! Condemn'd un- 
heard i unpleaded! 
gelv. Nay, cruel'ſt racks and torments are pre- 

paring , 

o force confeſñons from their dying pangs. 

h do not look fo terribly upon me; 

low your lips ſhake, and all your face diſordet'd | 

hat means my Love? 

Jff. Leave me, | charge thee leave me... Strong 

temptations 

Fake in my heart. 

Belv. For what? 

%aff. No more , butleave me. 
iſo, Belv. Why? 

Jaf. Oh ! By Heav'nl love thee with that fond- 

ur, neis, 

3 would not have thee ſtay a moment longer, 

eartheſe curſt hands: are they not cold upon thee ? 
belv. No ,everlalling comtort's in thy arms, 

v, olean thus on thy breaſt is ſofter eaſe, 

agonicy han downy pillows deck d with leaves of roſes. 

f/. Alas! thou thinkeſt not of the thorns'tis fill'd 

with: 

„, e ex they catch thee : there's a lurking ſerpent 

ady to leap, and ſting thee to thy heart? 

thou not terrify u? 

[Pulls the dagger half out of his boſom, and puts 
it bac again. 

Lev, No. 

Taff. Call to mind 


ſtream 


| ſtory? 
zowels: 


er. hat tnou haſt done: and whither thou haſt brought 
» decreed me. 

bev, Hah ! | 
* E 


The! 


j 
i 
q 
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Zaff. Where 's my Friend? my Friend, thoun;. 
ling miſchiet ? 
Nay , ſhrink not, now *tis too late, thou ſhouliy 
have fled 
When thy guilt firſl had cauſe; for dire revenge, 
Is up, andraging for my Friend. He groans! 
Hark how he groans, his ſcreams are in my tan 
Already; lee, they've fix'd him on the wheel, 
And now they tear him... Murther ! Perjur'd Senate 
Murnther... Oh! ... hark thee, Traitreſs, tho 
haſt done this; 
Thanks to thy tears and falſe perſwading Love, 
{ Fumabling for his dar 
How her eyes ſpeak! O thou bewitching creature! 
Madneſs can't hurt thee: come, thou little tremble 
Creep even into my heart, and there lie ſafe; 
Tis thy own Citadell... hah... yet ſland off, 
Heay'n mult have juſſice, and my broken vows 
Will ſick me elſe beneath its reaching mercy ; 
]'1l wink, and then 'tis done... 

Belv. What means the Lord 
Ot me, my life and love? What's in thy boſom, 
Thou gratpeſt at ſo ? Nay, why am | 1hus treated? 
| | Jafferr draws the dagger, & offers to ftab bt 
What wilt thou do? Ah donor kill me, fer: 
| Pity theſe panting breaſts, and trembling umbs 


| W 

| [ ; That us'd to claſp thee when thy looks were milder: 
1 Pity that load of unrepented ſins 

1 That yet hang heavy on my unpurg'd ſoul, 

1 And plunge jt not into eternal daiknets, 

| 1 Jaſf. No, Belvmera, when we parted laſt, 


] gave this dagger with thee as in truſt, 


1 To he thy portion, if I e'cr prov'd taiſe. 

| I N On ſuch condition was my truth hehe vd: 
! 1 But now tis forteited , and muſt be paid for. 
1 { Offer 5 10 ſab her asus 
1 { Belv Oh mercy! Krain 


4 
1; 


—— 
r 
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Nay , no ſtrugling. 

4 3 £ i N 
* [ Leaps upon his neck and kiſſes him, 
Bel. Now then kill me, 


While thus I cling about thy cruel neck, 
kiſs thy revergetull lips, and die in joys 
Greaterthan any I can gueſs heres ter. 

Jff. lam, lama coward; witne!s't Heav'n, 
Wimcſs it carth, and ev'ry being, witneſs; 
Tis but one blow ! yet, by immortal Love, 
cannot longer bear a thought to harm thee. 

He throws away the dagger and embraces her. 

The ſeal of Providence is ſure upon thee ; 


($, tho 


* And thou wert horn for yet unheard ot wonders : 
ente on thou wert either born to fave or damn me! 
tember by all the power that's given thee o'er my ſoul, 
WT By the refilileſs tears and conquering (miles, 


By the victorious Love that ſtil] waits on thee ; 
om Fly to thy cruel Father; ſave my friend, 

Or all our future quiet's loſt for ever: 
* Fall at his feet, cling round his reverend knees; 
Lord Peak to him with my eyes, and with thy tears 
om, Melt his hard heart, and wake dead natute in him, 
eated? Cruſh aim in th' arms, torture him with thy ſoftneis: 
0 flab br Nor, till thy prayers are granted » ſet him free : 


r: But conquer him, as thou haſi conquer d me. 
oa [ Fx. Ambo. 
milder 


RISE 22 2 
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Enter Priuli /olus. 


Pyiuli. 


WH , crnel Heav'n, have my unhappy days 
Been lengthen'd to this fad une: Oh dishonour 
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Am fall'n into the loweſt depths of miſery, 


76 VENICE 


And deathleſs infamy is fall'n upon me. 
Was it my fault? Am I Traitor? No. 
But then, my only child, my daughter, wedded; 
There my beſt blood runs foul, and a diſeaſe 
Incurable has ſeiz'd upon my memory, 
To make it rot and ſt ink to after- ages. 
Curs'd be the fatal minute when I got her; 
Or wou'd that I'd been any thing but man, 
And rais'd an iſſue which wou'd ne'er have wrong 
me. 
The miſcrableſt creatures, man excepted, 
Are not the leſs efteem'd, tho their poſterity 
Degenerate from the virtues of their fathers. 
The vileſt beaſts are happy in their off-ſprings, 
While only man gets traitors, whores, and villains 
Curſt be the names, and ſome ſwift blow from fate 
Lay his head deep, where mine may be forgotten, 
my 
Enter Belvidera in a long mourning veil, 


Belv. He's there, my Father, my inhuman Fathe, 
That, for three years, has left an only child 
Exposꝰd to all the outrages of Fate, 

And cruel ruin. oh 1. 

Priu. What child of ſorrow 
Art thou that com'ſt thus wrap". in weeds of ſadneß, 
And mov'ſt as if thy Reps were towards a grave? 

Belv. A wretch, who from the very top of ba- 

pineſs, 


And want your pitying hand to raiſe me up again. 
Priu. Indeed thou talK'it as thou hadit taſted ſo. 
rOWS; 
Would 1 could help thee. 
Belv. Tis greatly in your power: 
The world too, {peaks you charitable ;and1, 
Who ne'er ask'd alms before, in that dear hope 


Am come a begging to von, Sit. * 
VIA, 


8, 
villaing, 
m fate 
Otten. 


1 Father, 


* 
ſadneb, 
ve? 

of bap- 


gain. 
aſted ſol. 


ower: 
l, 
ope 


Prin. 


PRE S E R V' D. 


77 
Pris, For what ? 
Belv. Oh, well regard me, is this voice a ſtrange 
one ? 
onſider too, when beggars once pretend 
| caſe like mine, nolitt e will content 'em, 
Pris, What would'ſt thou beg for? 
belv. Pity and forgivencls. { Throws up her vel, 
the kind tender names of Child and Father, 
army complaints, and take me to your love. 
priu. My daughter? | 
Belv. Yes, your daughter, by a mother, 
inuousand noble, faithful to your honour, 
)bedient to your will, kind to your wiſhes, 
ear to your arms. By all the joys ſhe gave you, 
hen in her blooming years ſhe was your trealure , 
00k kindly on me; in my face behold 
helinea ments of hers y*ve kiſs'd ſo often, 
leading the cauſe of your poor calt of child. 
priu. Thou art my daughter. 
Belv, Yes... And y' ve oft told me 
Va ſmiles of love, and chaſte paternal kiſſes, 
much reſemblance of my mother. 
Pris, Oh! 
adit thou inherited her matchleſs virtues 
deen too bleſs'd. 
Bev. Nay , do not call to memory 
ly dilubedience , but let pity emer 
No your heart, and quite detace th' impreſſion. 
or could you think how mine's perplext, what 
ladneſs, 
arsand deſpairs diſtract the peace within me, 
ou would take me in your dear dear arms, 
over wih ſtrong compaſſion o'er your young one, 
olbelter me with a protecting wing, 
om the black gather'd ſtorm, that's juſt , juſt 
breaking. 
Pris, Don't talk thus. 
by, Yes, I muſt, and you muſt hear too. 
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I have a husband. 

Pre. Damn him. 

Bel v. Oh ! do not curſe him; 
He would not ſpeak ſo hard a word towards you 
On any terms, howe'er he deal with me. 

Pris. Hah! What means my child? 

Bel v. Ohl there's but this ſhort moment 
FTwixt me and Fate: Vet ſend me not with curſes 
Do vn to my grave, afford me one kind bleſling 
Be fore we part: juſt take me in your arms, 

And recommend me with a prayer to Hea\'n, 
That I may dye in peace, and when I'm dead. 

Priu. How my ſoul's catcht? 

Belv. Lay me, I beg you, lay me 
By the dear aſhes of my tender mother. 
dhe would have pitied me, had Fate yet ſpar'dhe 

Priu, By Heav'n, my aking heart forebodes mu 

miichief. 
Tell me thy ſtory, for l'm ſtill thy Father. 

Belv. No, I'm ccntented, 


Pris. Speak. 
Belv. No matter. 
Priu. Tell ne 
By yon bleſs'd Fleavn , my heart runs o'er wii, 
tondneſs. a 
Belv. Oh ! , 
Priu. Utter't. a 
Bel v. Oh my husband, my dear husband f 


Carries a dagger in his once kind boſom, 

To pierce the heart of your poor Belvidera. 
Priu. Kill thee! | 
Belu. Ves, kill me. When he paſs'd his faith 

And covenant againſt your State and Senate, 

He gave me up as hoſtage for his truth; 

With me a dagger, and a dire commiſſion , 

When e'*cr he fail'd, to plunge it through this boſo 

| learnt the danger, choſe the hour of Love 

Teattempt his heart, and bring it back to honour. 


7 
. * 
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ent Love prevail'd, and bleſs d me with ſucceſs; 

came, confeſs d, betray'd his deareſt Friends, 

orpromis'd mercy. Now they r doom'd to ſuffer. 

dalld with remembrance ot what then was ſworn , 

they are loſt , he vows Fappeaſe the Gods 

Vith this poor life, and make my blood th' atto- 
ment, 

Pris, Heav'ns! 

Belo, Think you ſaw what pafs'd at our laſt parting; 

ink you beheld him like a raging Lion, 

xcing the earth, and tearing up his ſteps; 


* ate in his eyes, and roaring with the pain 
AP. )fburning fury; think you ſ his one hand 
av me don my throat, whilſt the extended other 
Ine gad a keen threatning dagger; Oh! 'twas thus 
rde ela embrac d; when, trembling with revenge, 
des my edungg d me to the ground, and at my boſom 
"Wrcſented horrid death; cry'd out , my Friends, 
here are my Friends? Swore, wept, rag'd, 
threaten'd, lov'd ; 
rhe yetlov'd , and that dear Love preſerv'd me, 
othislaſtiryal ofa Fathers pity. 
Tell me r not death, but cannot bear a thought 
er unt chat dear hand ſhould do th untriendly office, 


lwaseverthen your care, now hear me; 
to the Senate, fave the promis'd lives 
_ r Friends, e'er mine be made the ſacrifice, 
| Pr, Oh, my heart's comtort ! 
husban Belv, Will you not, my Father? 
eep not but auſwer me. 

Prix, | by Heav'n, I will. 
faith t one of em but what ſhall be 1m mor: al. 

nit thou forgive me all my fol ies paſt, 
henceforth be indeed à Father: never, 
| rer more thus expoſe, but cheriſh thee , 
dus bolt ir as the vital warmth that feeds my life ; 
5 aras theie eyes that weep in fondne!s oer thee, 
onour. to th heart, Fare wel. 


Gre Bet;. 
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Belv, Go, and remember 
Tis Belvideras life her Father pleads for. 
| [ Ex, ſeveral 
4 
Enter Antonio. 5 
pdd 
Hum, hum, hah, * 


Seignor Priuly » my Lord Priult, my Lord, u 
Lord, my Lord: Now we Lords love to call o 
another by our Titles. My Lord, my Lord, 5 
Lord... Pox on him, I am a Lord as well 28 hg 
And ſo let him fiddije... I'll warrant him he's go 
to the Senate-Houſe, and I'll be there too, ſo 
enough for ſomebody. Odd... Here's a tickiniez: 
Speech about the plot, I'll prove there's a plot wit 
a vengeance.,., Would I had it without book; | 
me ſee... 

Moſt reverend Senators, 
That there is a plot, ſurely by this time, nom! 
that hath eyes or underſtanding in his head willpr 
ſame td doubt ; tis as plain as the light in the cucun 
her... no... hold there... Cucumber does not con 
in yet., 'tis as plain as the light in the Sun, or 
the man in the Moon, even at noon-day. Its] 


deed a pumpkin-piot, which, juſt as it was my, 
low, we have gather'd, and now we have gatheWoking 
it, prepar'd and dreſs'd it, ſhall we throw it Hd! 
a pickled cucumber out at the window? No: tigokin, 
it is not only a bloody, horrid , execrable, dam ide: 


able and audacious plot; but jt is, as I may ſola 
a ſawcy plot: And we all know, moſt reverend | 
thers , that what is ſawce for a gooſe is ſawce | 
a gander: Therefore, I ſay, as thoſe blood-thil 


ganders of the conſpiracy would have deſtroyed Wide i 
veeſe of the Senate, let us make haſte to defiraſill it 
them; {o I humbly{move for hanging... Hah, hu 49; 
durry... I think this will do; though I] was ſometiu 47; 
out at firil , about the Sun and the cucumber, earts 


Ea 
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Enter Aquilina. 


er 


"1 4quil, Good-morrow , Senator, 

Anto. Nacky , my dear Nacky ; morrow Nacky, 
dad lam very brisk, very merry, very pert, very 
avial... ha a 2 A 4... Kiſs me Nacky, how do'ſt 
hou do my little tory rory ſtrumpet? kiſs me, I 
zy huzzy , kiſs me. ö 
Aquil. Kiſs me, Nacky! Hang you, Sir, cox- 
omb, hang you, Sir. 

Auto. Haity taity, is it ſo indeed? with all my 
jeart, faith... Hey then up go we, faith... hey, 
un up go we, dum dum derum dump. [ Sings. 
Aqui. Seignior. 

Anto. Madona. | 
Aquil, Do you intend to die in your bed 2... 

Amo. About threeſcore years hence, much may 
10 mie done, my dear. 

vill Azuil. You'll be hang'd , Seignior. 
cu Ante. Hang'd, ſweet-heart, prithee be quiet: 
t conWhang'd quoth a, that's a merry conceit, with all 

, o! ry heart; why, thou jok'ſt, Nacky; thy art gi- 
It is en to joking, I'll ſwear; well, I proteſt, Nacky, 
s My, | muſt proteſt, and will proteſt, that I love 
atherMoking dearly , man. And I love thee for joking, 
it Mrd 'n kiſs thee for joking, and towſe thee for 


d, m 
all on 
d, n 
25 bt 
'S gon 
'y {00 
1cklit 
ot w. 
0k; | 


0: thWMoking; and odd, I have a deviliſh mind to take thee 
dani de about that buſineſs for joking too; odd I have, 
ſo nd Hey then up go we , dum dum derum dump. | Sings. 

nd F Azuil. See you this, Sir. [ Draws a dagger. 

yce I 4nto. O laud, a dagger! Oh laud! it is natu- 

-thußey my averſion; I cannot endure the ſight on't; 

yed Wide it, for Heavens ſake , | cannot look that way 
deftr quill it be gone... hide it, hide it, oh, oh, hide it! 

„hug Anil. Ves, in your heart, I'll hide it. 

ett 4:0. My heart; what, hide a dagger in my 


Karts-blood ! 


ti F Aquil. 
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Aqui! Ves, in thy heart, thy throat, 
pamper'd Devil; 
Thou haſt help'd to ſpoil my peace, and Ill ky 
Vengeance 
On thy curſt life, for all the bloody Senate, 
The perjur'd faithleis Senate: Where's my Lord, 


My happineſs, my Love, my God, my Hero, / 
Doom'd by thy accurſed tongue, amongſt the reſ 4 
T' a ſhameful rack? By all the rage thats in me 


I'll be whole years in murthering thee, 
Anto. Why, Nacky, 
Wherefore ſo paſſionate ? What have I done? Wh, 
the matter my dear Nacky ? Am not I thy Love, th 
happineſs, thy Lord, thy Hero, thy Senator, a 
evety thing in the world , Nacky ? 
Aquil, Thou! think'ſt thou, thou art fit to met 
my joys; Bend 
To bear the eager claſps of my embraces } 
Give me my Pierre, Or... Cruſ 
Anto. Why, he's to be hang'd, little Nacky; cor 
Truſs'd up for treaſon , and ſo forth, child. 
Aquil. Thou ly'ſt; ſtop down thy throat f 
helliſh Sentence; 


Or'*tis thy laſt: ſwear that my Love ſhall live, Hott 

Or thou art dead. Ne'e 
Anto. Ah, hhh. 102 
Aquil. Swear to recall his doom; 

Swearat my feet, and tremble at my fury. 
Ante. Ido; now if ſhe would but kick a little b 

one kick now, Ah, hhh. | Bel 
Aquil. Swear , or.. Ja) 
eAnto. I do, by theſe dear fragant foot, Bel 

And little toes, ſweet as, ee ee, my Nacky, Vfl n 
ky, Nacky. ä Jay 
Aquil. How! Thy 


| Anto. Nothing but unty thy ſhoe-ſtring a Men 
| faith and troth, 

| That's all, that's all, as I hope to live, Nach ie 
| that's all. Au And » 
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Aquil, Nay, then... 
Anto. Hold , Hold z thy Love, thy Lord, thy Hero 
Shall be preſerv d and fate. | 


Aquil, Or may this poniard 
4, NNaſt in thy heart. 
"WH 4. With all my ſoul. 


Aquil, Farewell... [Ex. Aquil, 
Anto. Adieu. Why what a bloody minded inve- 
erate termagant ſtrumpet have l been plagu'd with! 
Oh,h h yet more! Nay, then I die, I die,... I 
am dead already. | [ Streiches himſelf out. 


Enter Jafteir, 


50. Final deflruRion ſeize on all the world: 

Bend m_ „ye Heavens, and ſhutting round this 
earth , 

Cruſh the vile Globe into its firſt confuſion ; 

corch : with elemental flames to one curs'd cin- 

ar, 

And all us little creepers in't call'd men, 

Burn , burn to nothing : but let Venice burn 

Hotter than all the reſt, here kindle hell, 

Ne'erto extinguiſh; and let ſouls hereafter 

roan here, in all thoſe pains which mine feels now. 


Mm; 
Enter Belvidera. 
le b 5 
Belv. My life... [ Meeting him. 
J. M y pla gue... [Turning from her. 
foot belv. Nay then I ſee my ruin, 
No! muſt die! | 
Jaf. No, death's this day too buſy ; 


Thy Fathers ill- tim'd mercy came too late. 
Ithank thee for thy labours tho, and him too. 
butall my poor betray'd unhappy Friends 
nave ſummons to prepare for Fates black hour; 
lad yet I live, 
F 2 Belv. 
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Belv. Then be the next my doom: 
I ſee thou haſt paſs'd my ſentence in thy heart; 
And I'M no longer weep or plead againſt it, 
But with the kumbleſt, moſt obedient patience 
Meet thy dear hands, and kiſs'em when they wou 
me. 
Indeed | am willing, but I beg thee do it 
With ſome remorle ; and when thou giv'ſt the bloy, 
View me with eyes ofa relenting love, 
And ſhew me pity , for'twill ſweeten juſtice, 
Jaff. Shew pity to thee 
Bel. Yes: and when thy hands 
Charg'd with my fate, come trembling to the deed, 
As thou haſt done a thouſand thouſand dear times, 
To this poor breaſt, when kinder rage has brougit 
thee , 
When our iling'd hearts have leap'd to meet eid 
other, f 
And melting kiſſes ſeal'd our lips together, 
When joys have left me gaſping in thy arms, 
So let my death come now, and I'll not ſhrink from! 
Jaff. Nay , Belvidera, do not fear my cruelty, 
Nor let the thoughts of death perplex thy fancy, 
But anſwer me to what I ſhall demand, 
With a firm temper and unſhaken ſpirit, 
Belv. Iwill when I've done weeping... 
Ja Fie, no more on't., 
How long is't ſince the miſerable day 
We wedded firll ? 
Belv. Oh, hh. 
Jaff. Nay , keep in thy tears, 
Leitthey umman me too. 
Belv. Heav'n knows, I cannot; 
The words you utter ſound ſo very ſadly, 
Theſe ſtreams will follow. | 
Jaff. Come, I'll kiss em dry then; 
Belv. But, was't a Miſerable day? 
Jafſf, A curſt one, * 
7 
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gelv. I thought it otherwiſe, and you've oft ſworn 
the tranſporting hours of warmeſt love, 
Vhen ſure you ſpoke the truth, you've ſworn you 
bleſs'd it. 
Ja 'T was a raſh Oath, 
Belv. Then why am I not curſt too? 
tf. No, Belvidera ; by th' eternal truth, 
oat with too much fondneſs. 
Bly. - Still ſo kind! 
then do you love me? 
ff Nature, in her workings, 
eines not with more ardour to creation, 
eel ben! do now towards thee ; Man nc'er wasbleſs'd, 
es, Nee me firſt Pair firſt met, as I have been. 
wv, Then ſure you will not curſe me? 
| 77 No, Ill bleſs thee. 
eic ne on purpoſe , Belvidera, to bleſs thee. 
now, think, three years w'have liv'd together. 
ev. And may no fatal minute ever part us, 
tererend grown , for age and love, we go 
ono one grave, as our lait bed together, 
ee ſleep in peace till an eternal morning. 
, of. When will that be ? [Sig hing. 
2 : [| hope long ages hence. 
a. Have I not hitherto (I beg thee tell me 
„very fear) us'd thee with tendereit love ? 
nt. Neer my ſoul riſe up in wrath againſt thee ? 
leer frown when Belvidera ſm1l'd , 
by the leaſt un friendly word, betray 
ung paſſion? Have lever wrong'd thee ? 
s, . No. 
f. Has my heart, or have my eyes e'er wandei'd 


ny other Woman ? 
1 


und 


Never, never... 


e the worſt of falſe ones, ſhould I accuſe thee. 
ye been too happy, bleſs'd above 

exes charter. 

it Did 1 not ſay I came 


Bei F 3 To 
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To bleſs thee? 
Belv. Yes. 
Jaff. Then hear me, bounteous Heaven; 

Pour down your bleſſings on this beauteous head, 

Where everlaſting ſweets are always ſpringing, 

With a continual giving hand, let peace, 

Honour , and ſafety always hover round her; 

Feed her with plenty, let her eyes nc'er ſee 

A ſight ot ſorrow , nor her heart know mourning; 

Crown all her days with joy, her nights with ref, 

Harmleſs as her own thoughts, and prop her virtye 

To bear the loſs of one that too much lov'd her; 

Comfort her now with patience in our parting, 
Belv. How , parting , parting ? 

Jaff. Ves, for ever parting; 
Ihaveſworn, Belvidera , by yon Heav'n, 

That beſt can tell how much I loſe , to leave the: 

We part this hour for ever. 

Belv. Oh, call back 

Your cruel bleſſing ,ſtay with me and curſe me! 
Jaff. No, tis reſolv'd. 

Belv. Then hear me too, juſt Heav'n; 
Pour down your curſes on this wretched head 
With never-ceaſing vengeance; let deſpair, 
Danger, or infamy , nay all ſurround me; 
Starve me with wantings ; let my eyes ne'er ſee 
A ſight of comfort, nor my heart know peace; 
But daſh my days with ſorrow , nights with hong 
Wild as my own thoughts now; and let looſe fur 
To make me mad enough for what [ loſe; 
If I muſt loſe him. It 1 muſt / I will not. 
Oh turn and hear me? 

Jaff. Now hold, heart, or never, 

Belv. By all the tender days whaveliv' d togeti 
By all our charming nights, and joys that cro# 

em, 

Pity my ſad / 2 "—+ ; ſpeak, but ſpeak. 


Zaf. Oh 
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3:lv. By theſe arms that now cling round thy 
neck, | 
this dear kiſs, and by ten thouſand more, 
y theſe poor ſtreaming eyes... 
57 Murther / un-hold me: 
te immortal deſtiny that doom'd me 
[ Draws his dagger. 
o this curs'd minute, I'llnot live one longer; 
ing: eſolve to let me go. or ſee me fall... 
ft, Belv. Hold , Sir , be patient. 
ie 1. Hark, the diſmal be]! 
t; | Paſſing Bell rowls. 
g. owls out for death, I muſt attend its call too; 
ot my poor friend, my dying Pierre expects me: 
g: eſeat a meſſage to require I'd ſee him 
forehedy'd, and take his laſt forgiveneſs. 
thee, rewell for ever. 
Belv, Leave thy dagger with me. 
queath me ſomething... Not one kiſs at parting ? 
ne! WJh my poor heart, when wilt thou break? 
Going out, looks back at her. 
n; %,. „e 
d ſe have a child, as yet a tender infant, 
kind Mother to him when I am gone, 
eed him in virtue and the paths of honour, 
ſee let him never know his Fathers ſtory: 
ce; large thee guard him from the wrongs my fate 
hong do his future Fortune, or his name. 
ſe fur Wo... nearer yet... [ Approaching each other. 
On that my arms were rivetted 
bus round thee ever! But my friends, my oath! 
nus, and no more. Kiſſes her. 
ever, el. Another, ſure another, 
togeu er that poor little one you've ta'n ſuch care of, 
t crop 8'5e't him truly. 
aff. So , now farewell, 
bety, Forever? 
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7a. Heav'n knows for ever; all good Ange 
guard thee. | (eh 
Belv. All ill ones ſure had charge of me this nt 

ment. 

Curſt be my days, and doubly curſt my nights, 

Which | muſt now mourn out in widow'd tears, 

Blaſed be every herb, and fruit, and tree; 

Curſt be the rain that falls upon the earth, 

And may the general curſe reach man and beaſt. 

Oh give me daggers, poiſon , fire or water, 

How I could bleed, how burn, how drown; i 
waves 

Huzzing and booming round my ſinking head, 

Tiil 1 +eicenced tothe peaceful bottom 

Ohthere's all quiet, here all rage and fury; 

The ait's too thin, and pierces my weak brain: 

T long for thick ſubitantial ſleep : Hell! Hell! ne'e 

Burſt trom the centre, rage and roar aloud, 

It thou art half ſo hot, ſo mad is I am. 

Who's there? [ They ſeixtl 


Enter Priuli and Servants. 


priu. Run, ſeize, and bring her ſafely home ]W'ult! 


Guard her as you would life: Alas poor creature! Md 
Belv. What, to my husband? Then conduct nhl £4 
quickly : Pies 


Are all things ready? ſhall we die moſt gloriouſly? 

Say nota word of this to my old Father : | 

Murmuring flreams, ſoft ſhades, and ſpring 
flowers, 


Lutes, laurels, ſeas of milk, and ſhips of 12 | 
bil 


* 
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ene opening, diſcovers a, ſcaffold and a 
heel prepared for the executing of Pier reʒ 
then enter Officers, Pierre and Guards, a 
Friar, Executioner, and a great Rabble. 


Officer. Room, room there... ſtand all by, make 
room for the Priſoner. 

pier. My Friend not come yet? 

Father. Why are you ſo obſtinate 2 

Pier. Why you ſo troubleſome, that a poor wretch 
an't die in peace? 
you, like ravens will be croaking round him.. 
Father, Let, Heaven... 

pier. tell thee, Heaven and J are friends: 
eber broke peace with't yet by cruel murthers 

pine or perjury , or vile deceiving ; | 

utliv'd in moral juſtice towards all men; 

oram a foe to the moiſt ſtrong believers, 
love er my own ſhort lighted faith confine me. 
Father, But an ail ſeeing Judge... 

pier. You ſay my conſcience 

lult be my accuſer : I have ſearch'd that conſcience, 
nd find no records there of crimes that ſcar me. 
Father * Lis {trange you ſhould want faith. 

Pier, You wanttolead 
lyreaſon blindfold. like a hamper'd lion, 

neck d ot its nobler vigour ; then when baited 
Down to obedient tamenets, make it couch, 

nd hew ftrange tricks, which yon call ſigns of 

faith, | 

ofilly ſouls are guJl'd, and you get money. 

Way, no more: Captain, I'd have hereafter, 

s fellow writenolies of my converſion, 

*au'ehe has crept upon my troubl'd hours. 
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Enter Jaffeir. 


| W 
Jaßf. 7 f eyes be dry; heart, firengthen ms | 
This hideous ſight, and humble me to take 
The laſt forgiveneſs of a dying friend, | Ar 
Betray d by my vile falſehood to his ruin. ; 
Oh Pierre! 
Pier. Yetnearer. [m 
Ja TCirawling on my knees, He 
And proſtrate on the earth, let me approach thee: 
How ſhall I look up to thy injur'd face, Th 
That always us'd to ſmile with friendſhip on me? Or 
It darts an air of ſo much manly virtue, 7 
That I, methinks, look little in thy fight, 1 
And ſtripes are fitter for me, than embraces. But 
Pier. Dear to my arms, tho thou'ſt undone . At. 
fame, P 
I can't forget to love thee: prithee Jaffeir , 7 
Forgive that filthy blow my paſſion dealt thee; 7 
I am now preparing for the land of peace, Ane 
And fain would have the charitable wiſhes J 
Of all good men, like thee, ro bleſs my journey. p, 
Zaff. Good! I'm the vileſt creature, worſe tha} 7 
e'er . 
Suffer'd the ſhameful fate thou' rt going to taſte of, 7 
Why was I ſent for to be us d thus kindly ? Ine) 
Call, call me villain, asl am; deſcribe And 
The foul complexion of my hateful deeds; That 
Lead me to th rack, and ſtretch me in thy ſtead, P. 
I've crimes enough to give it its tull load, 
And do it credit: thou wilt but ſpoil the uſe on't, Ja 
And honeſt men hereafter bear its figure Pr 
About 'em as a charm from treacherous friendſhin. Wl fons 
Officer. The time grows ſhort, your friends ut 
dead already. be en 
Jaff. Dead! Ja 


Pitr 


e m 
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pier. Ves, dead, Faffeir; they've all dy'd like 


men too, 
Worthy their character. 
Jaffe And what muſt I do? 


er, Oh, Taffeir ! 

1 —— aloud thy burthen'd ſoul, 
and tell thy troubles to thy tortur'd friend. 

Pier, Friend: Could'ſt thou yet be a friend, 2 

generous triend , 

[might hope comfort from thy noble ſorrows. 
Heay'n knows | want a friend, 
Jaf. And la kind one, 
That would not thus ſcorn my repenting virtue, 
Or think when he's to die, my thoughts are idle. 

pier. No! Live, I charge thee, Jaferr. 

7 Yes, | willlive, 
But it (hall be to ſee thy fall reveng'd 
At ſuch a rate, as Venice long ſhall groan for. 

Pier, Wilt thou ? 

Jaff. I will, by Heav'n. 

Pier. Then ſtill thou'rt noble, 
And forgive thee. Oh... yet... ſhall I truil thee 2 

Jaff. No , I've been falſe already. 

Pier. Do'ſt thou love me? 

Jaff. Rip up my heart, and ſatisfy thy doubtings. 

Vier, Curſe on this weakneis. He weeps, 

Jaff. Tears! Amazement 1tears ! 
never ſaw thee melted thus before; 
And know there's ſomething labouring in thy boſom 
That muſt have vent: tho I'm a villain, tell me. 

Pier. See'ſt thou that engine? 

[ Pointing to the wheel 

aff, Why? 

Vier. Is't fit a Soldier, who has liv'd with honour, 
Fought Nations quarrels, and been crown'd with 

conqueſt, 


be expos'd a common carkaſs on a wheel? 
Jaff. Hah ! 
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Prer. Speak ! is't fitting? Th 

Jaffe. Fitting? 

Pier. Ves, is't fitting! 

Jaff. What's to be done! 

Pier. I'd have thee undertake 
Something that's noble, to preſerve my memory 
From the diſgrace that's ready to attaint it. 

Officer. The day grows late, Sir. 
Pier. I'll make haſte : oh Jafferr ! 72 
Though thou ſt betray'd me, do me ſome way juſtice, Hu: 

Jaff. No, more of that: Thy wiſhes ſhall be ats: nd! 


fy'd; Ind; 
Ihavea wiſe , and ſhe ſhall bleed : my child too» Vith 
Yield up his little throat, and all appeaſe thee.., our 
Going away, Pier. holds hin, Mir,! 
Pier. No... this. . no more! He whiſpers Wo) 
Jaffeir, Wodt! 
Jaff. Hah! Is't then ſo 2 am fi 
Pier. Moſt certainly. Offi 
Faff. I'ldo't. ndg1 
Pier. Remember. eave 
Officer. Sir. 
Pier. Come, now ['m ready, 


e and Jaffeir aſcend the Scaffold, 
Captain, you ſhould be a Gentleman of honour, 
Keep off the rabble , that I may have room 
To entertain my fate, and die with decency. 
Come! | 
[Takes off his gown, Executioner prepares to bind hin. 
Father, Son! 


Pier. Hence tempter. | 
Officer. Stand off, Prieſt. thee 
Pier. I thank you, Sir; y 
You ll think on't [To Jaffeir, Nd the 
Jaſf. *"Twon't grow ſtale before to-moi row, . 
Pier. Now, Fafjeir | now l am going, Now. 1 are 
[ Executioner having bound him, ule th 


Jaff. Haveat thee, ae 
| 11:08 
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uc u honeſt heart: then... here... 
[ Stabs himſelf. 

And this is well too. 
Father, Damuable deed ! 
Pier. Now thou haſt indeed been faithfull. 
his was done nobly... We have deceiv'd the Senate. 
Jaff. Bravely. 
pier. Ha ha ha... oh oh. [ Dies. 
aff. Now, you curs'd rulers, 
nus of the blood y have ſhed, | make libation, 
Ind ſprinkle't mingling : may it reſt upon you, 
Ind all your race: be henceforth peace aſtranger 
Vithin your walls; let plagues and famine waſte 

our generations... O poor Belwidera ! 

in Wi, | have a wife, bear this in ſafety to her, 
neben, that with my dying breath I bleſs'd her, 
. Waodthe dear little Infant left behind me. 
am ſick. .. I'm quiet... Uaffeir dies; 
Officer, Bear this news to the Senate, 
nd guard their bodies till there's farther order: 
eaven grant I die ſo well... 


ice. 
dis · 


[Scene ſhuts upon them. 


Yo | 
{fo oft Muſick. Enter Belvidera diſtracted, led 
' MWiiwoof ber Women, Priuli and Servants. 


Prin, Amend her heart with patience, pitying 
eav'n. 

bv, Come, come, come, come, come, come, 

nay come tobe; 

thee my Love. The winds; hark how they 

whiſtle ; 

the rain beats: oh how the weather ſhrinks 

me! 
u ate angry now, who cares? Piſh, no indeed. 
ile nen, | ſay you ſha] not go, you ſhall not. 


Whip 


hin. 


| Feit, 


im. 
him, 
| "hol 
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Whip your ill- nature; get you gone then; Oh! 
Jaffeirs Ghoſtrig 
Are you return'd See, Father, here he's come pan 
Am l to blame to love him? Oh thou dear one. 
| . [Ghoſt ſa 
Why do you fly me? Are you angry ſtill then! 
Jaffeir ; 5 art thou? Father, why do you 
thus ? 
Stand off, don't hide kim from me. He's her 
ſomewhere. 
Stand off I ſay : what gone? remember't tyrant; 
I may revenge my ſelf for this trick one day, 
I'll do't... I'll do't. Renault's a naſty fellow; 
Hang , hang him, hang him. | 


Enter Officers and others. 


Priul. News, what news? — 
Officer. Moſt ſad, Sir. 
he EY; [Officer whiſpers pril 
aſſeir, upon the Scaffold, to prevent 
ſhamefull death, ſtabb'd Pierre, and next himſel 
Both fell together. 
Prin. Daughter, 


The Ghoſt of Jaffeir and Pierre riſe together , both blo 


B 


Yup) 
tt hin 
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they | 
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md th, 
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Belv. Ha, look there! 
My husband bloody, and his friend too, murthet! 
Who has done this? Speak to me thou ſad viſion; 
On theſe poor trembling knees I beg it: cl 
Here they went down; Oh! I'lldig , dig the den 
You ſhan't delude me thus. Hoa, Faffeir , faffer, 
Peep up and give me but a look. I have him! 
I've got him, Father: Oh! now how I'll ſmug 

m 


ir. 
s Privl 


umſelt 


hey have hold on me, and drag me to the bottom. 
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y love! my dear! my bleſſing! help me! help 


me! 


Nay... now they pull ſo hard. farewel. [She dies. 
Maid, She's dead , 


d-exthleſs and dead. 


priu. Then guard me from the ſight ont: 


ead me into ſome place that's fit for mourning z 


here the free air, light, andthe chearful Sun 


ſay never enter: Hang it round with black: 
et up one taper that may laſt a day, — 
long as l've to live: And there all leave me; 


Sparing no tears when you this tals relate, 
But bid all cruel Fathers dread my fate. 
Curtain Falls. Ex. omnes. 


— 


* 


— 


ILO GU E. 


He Text is done, and now for application , 

L 4ndwhen that's ended, paſs your approbation, 
ough the Conſpiracy's prevented here , . 
thinks I ſee another hatching there; 
nd there's a certain Faftion fain would ſway , 
tney had ſtrengt hh enough, and damn this Play: 

tthis the Author bade me boldly ſay ; J 
any take his plainneſs in ill part, 

glad on t from the bottom of his heart; 

uin honour of the truth ſhould write , 

th the ſame ſpirit brave men for it fight. | 

1d though againſt him cauſeleſs hatreds riſe , 

6 daily where he goes of late, he ſpies 

eſcowls of ſullen and re vengeful eyes; 


3 


"Tis what he knows , with much contempt to bear, 
And ſerves a cauſe too good to let him fear : 
He fears no poiſon from an incens'd drab , 

No R uffians five-foot ſword , nor Raſcals ſtab ; 
Nor any other ſnares of miſchief laid, 

Not a Roſe- Alley-Cudgel- Ambuſcade , 

From any private cauſe where malice reigns , 

Or general pique all blockheads have to brains: 
Nothing ſhall daunt his pen when truth does call; 
No, not the Picture mangler at Guild-Hall. 
The Rebel-Tribe , of which that Vermin's one, 
Have now ſet forward, and their courſe begun; 
And white that Princes figure they deface , 

As they before had maſſacred his name , 
Durſt their baſe fears but look him in tha face, 
They'd uſe his perſon as they've us'd his fame: 

A face in which ſuch lineaments they read 

Of that great Martyrs , whoſe rich blood they ſhed: 
That their rebellious hate they ſtill retain , 

And in his Son would murther him again. 

With indignation then, let each brave heart, 
Nouze, and wnite; to take his injur'd part; 

Till Royal Love ang Goodneſs call him home, 
And Songs of Triumph meet him as he come; 
Till Heaven his honour , and our peace reſtore , 
And villains never wrong his virtue more, 


The Raſcal that cut the Duke of Torks Picture. 
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